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VOL. VI. 




To the rigl t Honourable and ertuous [<adlra 

THE LADV MARGARET, 

COUMESS O* CIMBERLAND, 

AND 'FIIK LADY MARY, 

COUNTESS OF WARWICK. 


IIAV^ING, in thegrcf^a times of my youth, composed 
these former ftio Hymns tn the praise of kne and 
hrauiy, and finding that the same too mm h pleased 
those of like age and disposition, %hch being too 
xehemently canted with that kind of ajfution, do 
rather suik out poison to their strong passUm, than 
honey to their honest dehght, I was mined by the 
one of you two most excellent Ladies to call in the 
same ; hut being^unahle so to do, hy reason that many 
copus theieqfwcrc fomietiy scattered abroad, I re- 
soiled at least to amend, and^ by way of r eiraLtion, to 
reform them, making ( instead <f those tvjo Hymns of 
earthly or natural lorce an^eiuty ) two others of hea^ 
venly and celestial t the whiclkI*do dedicate jomtly unto 
you two honourable ststerSf as toh^ most excellent and 
rare ornaments if all true love ^ beauty^ both in 
the one and the'other hind; hwdbly beseeching you to 



©IDIGATIO’^’. 


vourh^(^€ tie pafiofiage of than, and to dicept tlil^ 
mp hnmhle hcmce m Ittu (f the gtcat giVt^s and 
homntahk Jaions luhiik y dadp Jtoo) unto vie, 
mid iuch time I may, hi, hettci means, yield you 
rdme ntote notable teUimony of my thankful mmd 
and dutiful happouAS, And cien so T pi ay for 
your happiness. 

Your Honours most boimden eter , 

In all humble senicc. 


Oiccnwich tliia hr St of 


Ml VB spFvsrn 




AN 

tiQitov% ov love" 


1859 




Love, that long since has| m’^hty powre 
Perforce subdiiM my pool*#^iv,ed heart, 

And raging now therein with reatlcsis stowrc, 

Dost tyrannize in ev^ry weaker part, 

Fain would I seek to ease my bitter smart $ 

By any service I might do to ^ce, 

Qr ought that else might to thee pleasing be. 

And now t’ assuage the force of this n(^ flifme, 

And nuike thee more propitious in my need, 

1 mean to sing the praises of thy name, 10 

And thy victorious conquests to arced, 

By which thou madcst many hearts to bleed 
Of mighty victors, with wide \^ounds inbru*d, 

And by thy cruel darts to thee subdu'd. 

Only I fear my wits enfeebled late, 

Through, the sharp sbrre^ which thou hast me bred, 
Should wordi,sBo^d fa3i.me to relate 

The wondrous tjdtiihphs of thy^eat god-head : 

. But if thou wouldst voutJ^Siffe tohotersprend 
Me with, tho th3ir:|^tle wing, 

I slioxdd^nabled^W 


HYMKS. 


Comp, then, O come, thou mighty God of Lo> *2 ! 
Out of th} silver b^res and secret bliss, 

Wheie thou dost in Vcmius' lap abo\e, 

Bathing thy wings iii her ambrosial kiss, 25 

That sweeter lai than anv nectar is ; 

Come sottly, uiul luy heble breast nispiie 
Wiith gentle fui\, kimllcd ot thy fiie. 

And \e, sweet Muses * which ha\e often pio\e(l 
*1 lie ]>ic rciiig points of his luengelul daits ; 30 

And fair N3mphes! which ofiiiUiincs Inne lo\cd 
The cruel workei of 30111 kindf\ 

Prepa»e 30ursiI\os, and open wide >oui hcaits 
Toi to Hiouo till* tiii^nipli of 30U1 glory, 

That made you ineny olt when ye wcie sori\, 3) 

And ye, Yaiq[^lossoms of youth's wanton biood ! 
Whith m the conquests ol youi beauty boast, 
Whou'with your lov< is foibh* eyis you feed, 

But slarNC then hearts that necdetl^nuiliiie most, 
Piepaio \oui seUes to mauh aniongst his host, 40 
And all the way this sacied Hymn to sing, 

JMade ill the honour of y oui soveieign king. 

Ghc 4T Gofc^f might,*Uiat iciguoth in the mind, 
And all tlie body to thy fj^st dost frame, 

\'ictor of gt>ds, subduer ot mankind, 45 

That dost the lionymd fell tygers tame, 

Alaking thou crun i^c thy scornful game. 

And in thcii roaiing taking great delight, 
mHI can ex][)i/ss the glory of thy might ? 
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Or \vh6 alive can perfectly declare 
The wondrous cradle of thine iMincy, 

AVhen thy great mother Venus first thee bare, 

[Begot of Plenty and of Penury, 

*^riioiigh elder than thine own nativity, 

And }et a^child, renewing still thy years, 55 

And yet the eldest of the heavenly peers ? 

For ere this world's still moving mighty mass 
Out of great Chaos’ ugly prison crept, 

In which his goodly face long hidden was 
From heaven’s view,tfind in deep darkness kept, GO 
Love, that had now long time securely slept 
In Venus' lap, unarmed then and naked, 

Gan rear his head, by Clotho" being waked : 

And taking to him wings of bis own beat, 

Kindled at first from heaven's life-giving fire, 65 
He gan to move out of his idle seat ; 

Weakly at first, but after with desire 
Lifted aloft, he *gan to mount up higher, 

And, like fresh eagle, made his hardy flight 
Thro all the great wide waste yet wanting light. 70 

Yet wanting light to guide his w'andring way, 

His own fair mother, foi^jall creatures* sake. 

Did lend him light from her ’own goodly ray ; 

Then through the world his way he gan to take, 

The world, that was not till he d*4 it make, 75 
Whose sundry parts ho from themselves did sever, 
The which hi^ro hadlyea CQvfimi ^ver. 
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llio taith, the an, the watei ami the file, 

1 h( FI gin to i.ijjjft tjpMust Ivt s m huge ariay, 

A-ud with tontiaiv iiiccs to conspiie 80 

F<i(h ai,m\^L othi 4 b\ all nwans ihej iua^> 

1 hnatiiing tlini own confuMon and lUcay: 

An hated taith, and watei liated fin, 
liR Lo\c rilenUd tin n uhcllioiis ne. 

lie then them look, and tempting goodly wfll 85 
llKij confiaiv <lidikes with lovdl ineins, 

Did plate them all ni oidti, and comptll 
'JV) kt ep the ms( K( s within thi u sundiy u igns, 
'ro<,(thei link'd witli wlamantme chains; 

\ ( t so as tint in e\tiy Umus; wijht 90 

Iho} ini\ ihemsehes and shew then knid]> might, 

So eve i since the \ firmly ha^e n mained, 

And dul} w<ll ob^ened his bduast ; 

Thro wh.eh now all these things that aie contaiiud 
Wittiin this goodly cope, bc»tli most and least, 95 
Their being have, and daily aio metcast 
Thro secicl sparks of his iniu^ed fne. 

Which in tlio banen cold he doth inspire. 

Th^ieby- they all do live, and mo\ed aie 
To multiply the likeness o^heir kind, 100 

Whilst they seek only , without further care, 
'I'ocpaenth the fiame which tliey m burning find ; 
But man that bieathcs a more tmmortal mind, 

Not for lust's sake, bflt for eternity, 

! Seeks to ei^argjl his lasting progeny ; 105 
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Foi lidvinw yet in his deducted spnoht 
Some ‘‘paiks lemaiiau^ of thaMutivtnh fiu»| 

JIc cnlumin'd vith that ftood^ hght, 
l^nto like goodly scmblaiit to aspire , 

Thciefore in choice of lo\c he doth desiK 110 

That see«ns on eatth most hea\(nl) to eiubrace, 
lhat same is Beauty, boiu ot hea\euly tace. 

for sure of all that ni this mortal frame 
Contained is, nought moie di\inc doth seem, 

Or that icscmbU th moic th* immoi tal flame 1 15 
Ot heavenly light, than beaut} *s glorious beam* 
What woiidci then it with suth lagc i vtu me 
Fiail men, whose ojes seek luaNcnly things to see, 
At sight theicof so much cmavish'd be ? 

Inch well peiceiving, that impeiums Ni) 1 20 
Doth thcrcwilli tip his sharp tmpoisonid dails, 

\\ Inch glancing thio the e^cs with tount’nancc coy 
Rest not till the} have pieic*d the tiemblmg luarts> 
And kindh d tlame m all their innei paits, 

W Inch sue ks t he blood and di mketh up the life 125 
01 careful vvictt lies with consuming grief. 

Thenceforth they make full pitt^ous moan 

Unto the author of their baleful ^ 

The days they waste, the nigfits tjtey gi ieve and groan, 
Then lues t^y loath, and hea\ef|^s light 4tisdain ; 
No light but that whole lamp doth yet remain 131 
Fresh burning lu the image oj^ their eye, 

They 'sdeign to see, and seeing it 9tiU die, 
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The ul'iilit llion tyranl Love dost laugh ami scbm 
At tiu'ir <nn>pl:ui\ts, their pain th) piny, 

Winisi ih<‘v lie like thralls toiioru, 136 

'i'he while-i thf)U do.'.t Uiuinph in their decay ; 

An<l otliervvhilcv, iheii dying to delay, 

Tin u dos! eminti hh* liie proud heart of her# 

Wlnisc love before their life they do prefer. 140 

So hast thr)u often done (ay me, the morel) 

To me thv vassal, whose yet bleeding heart 
AVith thousaml wounds thou mangled hast so sore. 
That wh.ole lenutins scarce any little part ; 

Vt‘l to uugmenl tiie anguish of my smart, )45 
Thou hast enfro/eii her disdainful bivst, 

I'niit no one drop of pity there doth rest* 

Why then do I tliis honour unto thee, 

Tluih to cuiKjble thy victonous name, 

Sith tiu»u dost shew uo favour unto me, 150 

Ne om o move ruth in that rebellious dame, 

Soinew hat to slake the rigour of my simine ? 

Certe.^ sinaU glory' dost thou win hereby, 

To let her live thus free, and me to die. 

Bui if thou be indeed, as meu thee call, 155 

The world’s great parent, the must kind preserver 
Of \ Wmg vvight^, the soveratgn lord of all, 

How falls it then that with thy furious fervour 
Thou dost aCHict as well the not-deserver, 

As him that doth thy lovely heasta despise, l60 
Amd on thy subjects most ^M|yranniae i . 
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Yet herein eke thy s^lory seemoth more. 

By so hard hamllin'» those which l>est ihee serve. 
That ere thnii dost them untoli:;race restore, 

Th^u niaist well try it iliou wilt over suevvo, l65 
And inaist them make it belter to de-'Cr\e, 

And having got it, may it more esteem ; 

For things hard gotten men move dearly deem# 

So hard those heavenly beauties bo enfiiM 
As things divine, least passions do iinpii-ss, 170 
The more of sledfast mind$ to be mlmirM, 

The more they strived be oii stedfastness ; 

But L'aschorn rniinls such lamps regard the less, 
Which at tirst blowing take not hasty rire ; 

Such fancies feel no love, but loose desire, l75 

For I/ove ia lord of Truth and Lovalty, 

Lifting himself out ol the lowly dust 
On golilon plumes up to the pur<?sl sky, 

Above the reach of loathly sinful luM, 

WhoM* base effect through cowardly distrust IfjO 
Of his v\cak wings dare not to heaven tlic, 

Cut like a moldvvarp in the earth doth lie. 

His dunghil thoughts, which do themselves enure 
To dirty dross, no Inghet dare a»pire, 

Nc can his ft^eble earthly ^yes endure 185 

The (laming light of that celestial fire 
Which kiudleth love in generous desire. 

And makes him mount abov^ tho mitive might 
Of heavy earth* heavens Jiigbt* 
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Siich i’) the powr(^ of that '•wc ot pa'j'*ii»n, 'lyo 

I’hat it <i]l ‘'Oidicl hasoJt' doth e\ptll, 

And the lehruil imndlioth newly tasluon 
I nto a i 111 or foini, which now doth dvvi U 
In his liii/h thought, that would it sell excel, 

Which )i< hi holding still with roiistant sjghtf 195 
Adnihis the auuoui of so hiaionl) light. 

Whose nnaue jninting in his diipest wit, 

He till non luds Ids huninv tantasie, 

Still lull, }it neui sitnndi vilh il, 

lake 'f ant ih , th it in sloie doth staucil he, 2(»0 

So (iotli he piiu i»i most satiet) ; 

Toi nought may ipKUih his nilinitc'^devnc, 

Onci kindkil tlinuigh tiiatinst i ouci nod fiie, 

Theieon Ids mind afhxid wholl} is, 

Ne tlmiks on oiij[ht hut how it to attain ; 205 

His caie, hi> pn, his hop<, is all on this, 

'ihal Mims in it .ill hhssis to contain,^ 

In sight then of all otlun bliss somns \ain . 

Thiiii happy Man ^ lu ighl lu the sami po-H'ss, 
lie lams himsilt, and doth his foituno t>Iv»'‘S. glO 

And though ho do uoi wii^his wish to oiuJ, 
ot thus tar happy he hiimcU doth wecii, 

That lioaiins such happ) ‘grace did to him lend, 

As thing on eaith so heayenly to have been 

Ills heart’s enshrined &4Jnt, his heaven’s c|uccm| 215 

Kaiu'i then fanest, m Ms fai mgg e ye. 

Whose sole aspect he counts ippty. 
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Then forth he oasts in his unquiet thought, 

What ho may do her favour obtain ; 

What bravo exploit, what peril hardly wrouglit, 220 
What puissant conquest, what advcntroiis pain 
I\Iay please her bek, and grace unto him gain ; 
lie dreads no danger, nor misfortune fears, 

Ilis faith, his fortune, in his breast he bears. 

Thou art bis god, thou art his mighty guide, 223 
Thou, being blind, letst him not see his fears, 

But ciirricbt him to that which he had eyM, 
Through seas, tlij*ough rtumes, through thousand 
swords and spears ; 

Ne ought so strong that may his force withstand, 
With which thou annest Jus resistless hand. 230 

Witness Leander in the Euxinc waves, 

And stout iEneas in the Trojan fire, 

Achilles pressing through the Phrygian glavcs, 

And Orjjheus, daring to provoke the ire 
Of damned fidiids to get his love retire ; 235 

For both through heaven and hell thou makest way. 
To win tlicm worshiped which do thee obay. 

And if by all these perils and these pains 
lie may but purchase liking in her cfye, 

What heavens of joy then to himself he feigns ! 210 
Eftsooues he wipes quite out of memory 
Whatever ill before he did aby : 

Had it been death, yet wouU he die again. 

To live thus happy' i|| her grace to^aiiu 
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Yot when ht‘ hath found ia\ out to his will, 245 
lit iiathtmoio tan so tfontentod rest, 

But iolteth iuithei nj, and sttji\(th still 
l'appr<»acli moie ne.tr, till in hei inmost bicast 
He may coibosomM Ik and Imtd best ; 

TVnd yii not Inst, but to be lov*d alone; 250 

Toi !o\e cannot (iidute a paragon. 

The loai wluicof, O how doth it torment . 

Ills tioul)lt<l mind wuh moie than hellish paiin 
And to his ltigniii« taiwe itpiestnt 
Sights iie\ot seen, and thonsan<l *4tadows vain, 255 
To bieak his s1c«'p, and waste his idle biain : 

Thou that hast nevcM lov’d canst not belic\e 
Least pait of tlf evils wliitli pool loveis giicve. 

The gnawinj» envy, the heait-lrcttin" feai, 

The \am suiinisc the distiustliil shows, ^(>0 

'Ihe talse icpoits th it 11)1111^ talcs <io btai, 

Ihc iloubt'', the (lanocis, ihedtlajs, the woes, 

'Ihe t( lentil liioiids, the uiiassuied Iocs, 

With thousands moie than any tongue can tell, 

Do make a lo\ci*s hie a wreneli’s hell. 265 

Ivt I'' then* one moie cui'^ed tlrau they all, 

That cankti-woim, that mo*nstei, JealouMc, 

Which eats the hcait and leeds upon the gall, 
*i'urninj> all I.ove's delight to misery, 

Thiouiih tear of losing his felienty. 270 

Ah, Gods! that evei ye^that monster placed 
In gentle lose, that all his joys defaced ! 
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By these, O Love ! thou dost thy entrance make 
Unto thy heaven, and dost tlu. more endear 
Thy pleasures unto those whicfi them partake, 275 
As after storms, when clouds begin to clear, 

The sun more bright and glorious ihdb appear; 

So thou^by folk, through pains of Purgatory, 

Dost bear unto thy bliss, and heaven’s glory. 

There thou them ]daccst in a paradise 2S0 

Of all delight and joyous happy rest. 

Where they do feed on nectar heavenly wise, 

With Hercules andJlebc, and the rest 
Of V’enus^ deavlings, through her bounty ble^t, 

And lie like gods in ivory beds avayd, 285 

With rose and lillies over them di splay d. 

There with thy daughter Pleasure they do play 
Their hiirtless sports, without rebuke or blame, 

And in her snowy bosom boldly lay 

Their quiet heads, devoid of guilty shame, 290 

After full joyance of their gentle game ; 

'Plicn her limy ciwn their goddess and their queen, 
And deck with flowers thy altars well bescen* 

Ay me ! dear Lord ! (hat qver I might hope, 

For all the pains and woes that I endure, 295 
To come at length unto the* wished scope 
Of my desire, or might myself assui'e 
That happy port for ever to recure ! 

Then would I think these pains no pains at all, 

And all my woes to be but penance small. 300 
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Thei) would I Mnfif ofthim immoital praise 
And htavcnlv li\mii,#suc h as !hp aiimis sin£». 

And thy tnurnplrant 4i«ime tlun would I laiso 

all the £;o(K, thee onl^ honouiinp;; 30 j 

My my iiod, my \ictor, and iny kiug : 

’fill then, duid Lord * \ouclisafe to take ok^nie 
Thi^ simple son^ijlhus iiaiuM in piaisp uf thee. oOS 



AN HYMN 


IN HONOUR OF BEAUTY, 


All ! whither. Love ! wilt thou now carry me ? 
AVhat won tl css Airy dost thou now inspire 
Into my feeble breast, too full of thed ? 

Whilst seeking to ashikc thy raging fire, 

Thou in me kindlest much more great desire, 5 
And up aloft above my strength doth raise 
I'hc wondrous matter of my tire to praise. 

That as I carst, in praise of thine own name, 

So now in honour of thy mother dear. 

An Jionourable Hymn 1 eke should frame, 10 

And wilh the brightness of her hcauty clear, 

The ravisht hearts of gazeful men might rear 
To admiration of that heavenly light, 

From whence proceeds such soul-enchanting might. 

Thereto do tiiou, great Godjiie^s ! Queen of Beauty, 
Mother of and of alt worlds delight, l6' 

Without whose bo\ereign grdee and kindly duty 
Nothing on earth seems fair to fleshly sight, 

Do thou vouchsafe with thy love-kindling light 
T' illuminate iny dim and dulled eyn, 12^ 

And beautify this sacred Hymn of tkine; 

VOL. VI. C 
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That both to thee, to whom J mean it most, 

Ami eke to her, whose fair immortal beam 
Hath darteci fire iiit<^ my feeble ghost, 

That now it wasted is with wtso's extream, 

1 1 may so please, that she at length will stream 
Some dew of grace into my witherM heart, 

After long sorrow and coiisuniing smart, **’ 

WllA T lime thiswf)rhrs great Workinaster did cast 
T(i make ail things such as we in>w hehold, CiO 
It seems that he hi‘fore his eyc^ had plac'd 
A goodly pattern, to whose perfect mould 
He ffishioiiM them as comely as he could, 

'IJiat now so fair and seemly they appear, 

As nought may he amended any where. > 

•rhat wondrous pattern, wliercsoero it be, 

Whether in earth laid up in secret stetre, 

Or else iii heaven, tliat no man may it see 
With sinful eyes, for fear it to deflore, 

perfect Beauty, which all men ail ore, -10 

>Vhose face ami feature doth so miK’li excel 
AU mortal sense, that none the same may tell. 

Thereof as e\ ery earthly thing partakes 

Or more or less, by inliucnce diNine, 

l50 it more fair accordiiigly it makes, 4o 

And the gross matter of this earthly mine 

Whieh closeth it thereafter doth refine, 

Doing away the dros? which dims the light 
Of that fair bev-m which therein is empight. 
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For through infusion ofcclcstiul powro, .*>0 

Tiic dulk'v earth it quickneth with delight, 

And life-full spirits privily doth poure 
'Hi rough all the parts, that to the looker’s sight 
They seem to please; that is thy sovereign might, 
O Cyprian <juccnf which flowing from the beam 55 
Of thy bilfght star, thou into them dost stream. 

That is the thing which giveth pleasant grace 
To all things fair, that kindlelh lively /ire, 

Light of thy lamp, which shining in the face, 
Thence to the soul darts amorous desire, • (»0 

And robs the hearls of those which it adnn’rc ; , 
Therewith iliou pointest thy son's pois'ncd arrow, 
Thai wouiuls the life, and wastes the inmost marrow. 

How vainly tlicn do idle wits invent, 

Tluit Beauty is nought else but mixture made 6*o 
Of colours fair, and goodly temp'rament 
Of pure complexions, that shall quickly fade 
And pass away, like to a summer's shade; 

Or that it is but comely composition 

Of parts well measurM, with meet disposition ? 70 

Hath white and red in it such wondrous powvc, 

That it can pierce through th Vyes unto the heait, 
And therein stir such rage and restless stow re, 

As nought but death can stint his dolorous smart f 
Or can proportion of the rjiitward part 
Move such atfection in theJnwivd mind, 

That it cun rob both sense and reason tbliiid ? 
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Why do not then tiu' blossoms of the ficbl, 

Winch arc arra;yM with much more oiient hue, 

And to Ihc SCUM* nios^ dainty o<lours yield, 80 
A\ork lik»‘ nnpu ssion in llic loolvcr\ \ic\v ? 

()i why do not fair jacturcs like powre shew, 

In which oft-timos we Nature see of Art 

Kxceird, in perfect liinming e\ery pait ? 

• 

Ihil ah ! hehe\e me there is more than so, 85 

*rhut works such womlers in the minds of men ; 

1 thill h;i\(i often prov’d too well it know, 

And who.so list tlio like assa}s to ken, 

ShaU fnid hy iriiil, and confess it then, 

'J’hat lieauty is not, as fon«l num misdeem, 9^ 
An outwaid sliow of things that only scorn. 

Foi that same goodly hue of white and red. 

With which the cheeks are sprinkled, shall decay, 
And those sweet rosie leaves, so faiil\ spred 
Upon the lips, shall fade ami fall away 9^ 

I’o that they were, even to corrupK'il chiv : 

Yhat golden wire, tho>o sparkling stars so bright, 
Shall turn to dust, and lose theii goodly light. 

But that fair lamp, from who^'C r('le''lial ray 
That light proceeds, which kindleth lovers' file, 100 
Shall never be extinguisht nor ficcay, 

But when the vital spirits do expire, 

Unto her native planet shall ictire ; 

For It i^ heii\enl\ born and cannot die, 

^lemg a parcc^ of the ptta*st sk) . 


105 
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For when the sotil, the which derived was, 

At first, out of that great immortal spright, 

By whom all live to love, whyloin did pass 
Down from the top of purest heaven's higlit 
To be embodied here, it then took light iiO 

And lively spirits from that fairest star 
Which lights the world forth from his fiery car. 

Which powrc retaining still or more or less, 

When she in fleshly seed is eft enraced, 

Through every pan she doth the same imj»rcss, 11,> 
Accor<ling as the heavens have her graced, 

And frames her house, in which she will be placed, 
Fit for her self, adorning it with spoil 
Of ihMieaveuly riches which she robbM erewhile. 

Thereof it comes that these fair souls, whiik have 
The most resemblance f»f that heavenly light, 121 
Frame to themselves most beautiful and brave 
Their fleshly bolvre, most fit for their delight, 

And the gross matter by a sovereign might 
Temper so trim, that it may well he seen 125 
A palace fit for such a virgin queen. 

• 

So every spirit, as it is moSt pure, 

And hath in it the more of heavenly light, 

So it the fairer body doth procure 
To habit in, and it more fairely dight 
With chearful grace and amiable sight ; 

For of the soul the body form doth teke ; 

For soul is form, and doth the body make* 


130 
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Therefore whero-ever that thou flost behold 
A comely corpse, with beauty fair endowed, 135 
Know this for certain, that the same doth hold 
A beauteous soul, with fair conditions thewed, 

Fit to receive the seed of vertuc strewed ; 

Tor all that fair is, is by nature good ; 

That is a sign to know the gentle blood* 140 

Yet oft it falls that many a gentle mind 
Dwells in deformed tabernacle d rounds 
Either by chance, against the course of kind, 

Or through unapthess in the sutslance found, 
Which it assumed of some stubborn ground, 145 
That will not yield unto her form's direction, 

But is perform'd with some foul imperfection. 

And oft fulls, (ay me, the more to rue I) 

'Ihat goodly Beauty, albe heavenly born, 

Is foul abus'd, and that celestial hue, 150 

Which doth the world with her delight adorn, 

Made but the bait of sin, and sinners' .scorn, 

AViiilst every one doth seek" and sue to have it. 

But every one doth seek but to deprave it. 

Yet nathemore is that fair Beauty's blame, 155 
But theirs that dp abilse*it unto ill ; 

Nothing so good, but that through guiUy shame 
May be corrupt^ aud wrested unto will : 

Natheless the soul is fair and beauteous still. 
However fleshes^ fault it filthy make, ifiO 

For.4feings imiybrtal no corruption take* 
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But yo, fair Dames ! the world's dear ornaments, 
And lively images of heaven's light, 

Let not your beams with such disparagements 
Be diram’d, and your bright glor}" darkned quite ; 
But mindful still of your first country's sight, lf)() 
Do still preserve your first informed grace, 

Whose shadow yet shines in jour beauteous face. 

Loath that foul blot, that hellish firebrand, 

Disloyal lust, fair Beauty's foulest blame, 370 
That base affection, which your ears would bland, 
Commend to you by Love's abused name, 

But is indeed the bond-slave of Defame, 

Which will the girland of your glory mar, 

And quench the sight of your bright-shining star. 17.^ 

But gentle Love, that loyal is and true, 

\Yill more illumine your resplendent ray, 

And add more brightness to your goodly hue, 

From light of hiS pure fire, which by like way 
Kindled of your's, your likeness doth display ; 180 

Like as two mirrours by oppos'd reflection, 

Do both express the face' s first impression. 

• 

Therefore to make your beauty more appear, 

It you behoves to love, and forth to lay 

That heavenly riches which in you ye bear, ^SS 

That men the more admire their fountain may; 

For else what booteth that celestial ray, 

If it in darkness be enshrined ever, « 

That it of loving eyes be viewed never/ 
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But in }rour choice of loves this well advise, iQO 
That likcst to your selves ye them select, 

The which your foims' first source may sympathize, 
And with like beauty^s parts bedniy deckt; 

Foi if you loosely love without respect, 

It is not love, but a discordant war, 193 

Wllosc unlike parts amongst themselves do jan 

For h>v# is a celestial harmony 

Of likely hearts compos'd of stars' consent, 

Which join together m sweet sympathy, 

To work each other's joy and true consent, 200 
Which they have harbour'd since their lirst descent 
Out of their lica\cnly bowies, where they did see 
And know each other here belov'd to be. 

Then wrong it were that any other tw^ain 
Should in Love's gentle band combined be 20o 
But those whom Heaven did at lirst orduin, 

And made out of one mould the mote t'agice 5 
For all that like the beauty which thej sec 
Straight do not love ; for Love is not so light 
As straight to burn at fii*st beholder's sight. 210 
• 

But they which lov.c inde<*d look otherwise, 

With pure regard and {Spotless true intent, 

Drawing out of the object of their eyes 
A nioie refined form, which they present 
Unto their mind, void*of all blemishment ; 213 

Which it reduoing to her first perfection, 
Beholdetl^,^fCQ*from flesh's frail infection* 
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And then conforming it unto the light, 

Which in it self it hath remaining still. 

Of that first sun, yet sparkling in his sight, 220 
Thereof he fashions in his higher skill 
An heavenly beauty to his fancy's will. 

And it embracing in his mind entire, 

The mirrour of his own thought doth admire. 

Which seeing now so inly fair to be, 525 

As outward it appearcth to the eye, 

And with his spirit'sjproportion to agree, 

3 le thereon fixing all his fantasie. 

And fully setteth his felicity, 

Counting it fairer than it is indeed, 250 

And yet indeed her fairness doth exceed. 

For lo\ors* eyes more sharply sighted be 
Tliaii other mens, and in dear love's delight 
See more than any other eyes can see, 

Through mutual receipt of beames bright, 235 
Which carry privy message to the spright, 

And to their eyes that inmost fair display, 

As plain as light discovers dawning^ ay^ 

Therein they see, through amOrous cye-glaunces, 
Annies of Loves still Hying Tto and fro, 240 

Which dait at them their litfje fiery launces ; 
Whom having wounded, back again they go, 
Carrying compassion to their lovely ^ 

WIm) seeing her fair eyes' so sharp efect, 

Cures all their sorrows with one swee’k aspect. 24f5 
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In wlucli how many wonders do they reed 
To their conceit, tliat others never see ? 

Now of her smiles, with which their souls they feed, 
Like gods with nectar in their banquets free ; 

Now of her looks, which like to cordials he ; 250 

, Bui when her words’ embassade forth she sends. 
Lord, how sweet inusick that unto them lends ! 

Sometimes u{)on her forehead they behold 
A thousand graces masking in delight, 

Sometimes within her e 3 'c-lids they unfold 255 
I’en thousand sweet bclgards, wliich to their sight 
Do seem like twinkling stars in frosty night ; 

But on her lips, like rosie buds in May, 

So many millions of chaste Pleasures play# 

Ail those, O Cytherca ! and thousands more 2C0 
Thy handmaids be, which do on thee attend, 

To deck tliy beauty with their dainties’ store, 

That may it more to mortal eyes colnmend, 

And make it more admir’d of foe and friend, 

That in mens hearts thou maist thy throne install, 
And spread th}^ lovely kingdom over all, ‘ 266 

« 

Then Iti, triumph ! O greUt Beauty’s Queen, 
Advance the banner of fhy conquest high, 

That all this world, the which thy vassels been, 

May draw' lo thee, and with due fealty 270 

Adore the powre of th^’ great majesty. 

Singing this Hymn in honour of thy name, 

Compird by n>e, which thy poor liegeman am ! 
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In lieu whereof grant, O great Sovereign ! 

Tliat she whose conquering beauty doth captive 275 
My trembling heart in her eternal chain, 

One drop of grace atiength will to me give, 

That I her bounden thrall by her may live, 

And this same life, which first from me she rcavetl, 
IVlay owe to her, of whom 1 it received. 280 

And you fair Venus' dearling, my dear Dread ! 

F resh flowre of grace, great goddess of my life, 
When your fair eyes Uicsc fcaifid lines shall read. 
Deign to let fall one drop of due relief, 

I'hat may rccure my heart's long pining grief, 285 
And shew what wondrous powre your beauty hath, 
*rhat can restore a damned wight from death. 287 
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or HEAVENLY LOVE. 


IX)VE, lift me up upon thy golden ^ings 
From this base world unto thy heavens hight, 

Where I may sec those admiral^c things 
Which there thou workest by thy sovereign .might, 
Far above feeble reach of earthly sight, 

That I thereof an heavenly Ilynin may sing 
Unto the God of Love, high Heaven's King* 

Many lewd layes (ah ! woe is me the more !) 

In praise of that mad fit which fools call Love, 

I have in ih'heat of youth made heretofore, 10 
'rhat in light wits did loose affection move ; 

But all those follies now I do reprove, 

And turned have the tenor of my string, 

'riie heavenly praises of true Love to sing. . 

And ye that wont with greedy vain desire ‘ 15 
To read my fault, and,*woDdring at my flame, 

To warm your selves at my wide sparkling fire, 

Silh now that heat is quenched, quench roy blame. 
And in her ashes shro^vd my dying shame j 
For who my psfesed follies now pursues, 
his owA, and my old fault renews* . 
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Befoue this world's great frame, in which all things 
Arc now contain'd, found any being-place, 

Ere flitting Time could wag his eyas wings 
About that mighty bound which doth embrace 25 
The rolling sphere, and parts their howers by space, 
That high eternal Powrc, which now doth move 
In all these things, mov’d in it self by love. 

It lovd it self, because it self was fair, 

(For fair is lov’d, and of it self begot) 30 

Like to it self his eldest Son and heir, 

Eternal, pure, and void of sinful blot, 

The firstling of his jhy, in whom no jot 
Of love's dislike or pride was to be found, 

Whom he therefore witif equal honour crown'd, 35 

With him he reign'd, before all time prescribed, 

In endless glory and immortal might, 

Together with that third from them derived, 

Most wise, most holy, most almighty Spright I 
Whose kingdom’s throne no thoughts of earthly wight 
Can comprehend, much less my trembling verse 41 
With equal words can hope it to reherse. 

Yet, O most blessed Spirit ! pure lamp of light, 
Eternal spring of grace ancf wisdom true. 

Vouchsafe to shed into my barren spright 45 

Some little drop of thy celestial dew, 

That may my rimes with sweet infuse embrew, 

And give me words equal unto my thought, 

To tell the marveils by thy mercy wrought. 
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Yet being pregnant still with powrcful grace, * 50 

And full of fruitful Love, that loves to get 
Things like himself, and to enlarge his race, 

His secon<l brood, though not of powre so great, 

Yet full of beauty, next he did .beget, 

An infinite increase of angels bright, 55 

All glistring glorious in their Maker's light 

To them the heavens' illimitable height 

(Not this round heaven, which we from hence behold, 

Adorn'd with thousand lamps of burning light, 

And with ten thousand gemins of shining gold) 6o 
He gave as their inheritance to hold, 

That they might serve him in eternal bliss, 

And be partakers of those jtya of his. 

There they in their trinal triplicities 

About him wait, and on his will depend, 6'5 

l^ither with nimble wings to cut the skies, 

When he them on his messages doth send, 

Or on liis own drad presence to attcad, 

Where they Ijcbold the glory of his light, 

And caroll hymns of love both day and night, 70 

Both day and night is unto them all one, 

For he his beams doth unto them extend, 

That darkness there appeareth never none ; 

Ne hath their day, ne hath their bliss, an end, 

But there their tameless time in pleasure spend ; 75 
Nc ever should there happiness decay, 

Had not they daf'd their Lord to disobay. 
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But pride, impatient of long resting peace, 

Did puft’ them up with greedy bold ambition, 

That the}' ^gaii cast their state how to increase 80 
Above ihc fortune of their tirst condition, 

And sit in God’s own seat without commission : 

’rhe brightest angel, even the child of Light, 

Drew millions more against their God to tight. 

• 

Th’ Almighty, seeing their so bold assay, * So 
Kindled the flame of his consuming ire, 
j\nd with his only breath them blew away 
From heaven's hight, to which they did aspire, 

To deepest bell, and PEike of damned fire. 

Where they in darkness and drad horrm' dwell, 90 
Hating the happy light from which they fell, 

So that next off-spring of the Maker's love, 

Next to himself in glorious degree. 

Degenering to hate, fell from above 
'rh rough pride, (for pride and love may ill agree) 
And now of sin t« all ensample be : £)6 

How then can sinful flesh it self assure, 

Sith purest angels fell to be impure ? 

But that eternal fount of love and grace, 

Still ilovving forth his goodness unto all, 100 

Now seeing left a waste and oinpty place 
''la his wide palace, through those angels' fall, 

Cast to supply the same, and to cnstall 
A new unknowen colonic thereyi, [begin. 

Whose root from earth's base ground-w'ork should 
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Therefore of clay, base, vile, and next to nought, 1 06 
Yet formM by wondious skill, and by his might, 
According to an heavenly pattern wrought, 

Which he had fashion'd in his wise loresight, 

He man did make, and breath'd a living spiight 
Into his face, most beautiful and fair, 111 

Endow'd with wisdom, riches heavenly rafT*, 

• 

Such he him made, that he icseinbled might 
Himself, as mortal thing immort.il could ; 

Him to be lord of every living wight 115 

He made b\ love out ot his own like mould, 

In whom he might his mighty Vlf behold ; 

For Love doth love the thing bclov'd to see, 

That like it self in lovely may be. 

But man, forgetful of his maker's grace 
No less than angels, whom he did ensue, 

Fell from the hope of promis'd heavenly place, 

Into the mouth of Death, to sinners due, 

And all his oflf-spnng into thraldom threw. 

Where they for evci should in bonds remain 125 
Of ncver-dcad yet (wer-dyiiig pain. 

Till that great I^ord of Love, which him at first 
Made of mcer love, an3 after liked well. 

Seeing him he like cieature long acciust 

In that deep hoiror of despaired hell, 130 

Him, vvietch, in dool would let no longer dwell, 

But cast out of that bondage to ledcein, . 

And pay the jyicc, all were his debt c\treeni. 
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Out of the bosom of eternal bliss, 

III which ho reij^necl with his glorious sire, 13 > 
Tic down descended, like a most demiss 
And abject thrall, in ilesli's frail attire, 

That he for him might pay sin’s deadly hire, 

And him r^;slore unto that iiappy state 

In which he stood before his hajjless fate. t*tO 

• 

In flesh at fir«t the guilt committed was, 

'I’herefore in fle‘'h it mii.^t he satistide; 

Nor spirit, nor angel, tlumgli they man surpass, 
Could make amends to^CJod for man's misguide, 

But only man himself, whose self did slide: 143 

So taking flesh of sacred Mrgin's womb, 

For man’s dear saki*. he did a man become. 

And that most blessed body, which was born 
Without all hleiu’sh or reproach hil blame, . 

He freely gave to he both real and tom lot) 

Of cruel hands, who with despighlful shame 
.^Reviling him, that them mo^t vile became. 

At length liiin nayled on a gallow-i re<-. 

And slew the Just by mo..t unjust diciee. 

O huge and most uuspcakableiimpressioii 
Of Love/s deep wound, that pierst the piteous lieui t 
Of that dear I^oul with so entire iifibction. 

And sharply launcing every inner [>rtit. 

Dolours of deat!i into his soul di<l tiail, 

Doih^ him die that never it dcsi^\ed, i(Jo 

To free his fees, that from his hea-t hu*[ swerved! 
voJ.. VI. ' 
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Wliat heart can foci least touch of so sore launch, 
Or thought can think the depth of so dear wound ? 
Whose bleeding source their streams yet never stanch^ 
But still do flow, and freshly still redownd, l65 
To heal the sores of sinful souls unsound, 

And cleanse the guilt of that infected criipc 

Which was enrooted in all fleshly slime. 

• 

O blessed Well of Love! O Flowrc of Grace! 

O glorious JMorning-Star! O Lamp of Light! 

-Most lively image of thy Father's face, 

Eternal King of Glory, Lord of Might, 
iMcek Lamb of God, before all worlds bchight, 

How can we thee requite for all this good ? 

Or what can prize that thy must precious blood ? 

Yet nought thou ask'st in lieu of all this love, 176 
lUit love.^of us, for guerdon of thy pain : 

A\e me! what can us less than that behove? 

Hail he veejuired life fur us again, 

Had it been wrong to ask his own with gain? ISO 
He gave us life, he it restored lost; 

'fhen life v.eie least, that us so little cost. 

But he our life hath left unto us free, 

Free that was thrall, and blessed tijat was band, 

Ke ought demands bu! that we loving be, 185 
As he himself hath lov'd us afore-hand. 

And bound thereto with an eternal band, 

Him jirst to love tlia^was so dearly bought, 

And next our^l5rethren, to his image wrought. 
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Him first to love great right and reason l-s, ipo 
Who first to us our life and being gave, 

And after, when we fared had amiss, 

Us wretches from the second death did save; 

And last, the food of life, which now we have, 

Even he lymsclf, in his dear sacrament, 1.95 

To feed our hungry souls, unto us lent. 

• • 

Then next, to love our brethren, that were made 
Of that self mould and that self Maker's hand 
I’liat ue, and to the same again shall fade, 

'Where they shall ha\e like liciilage of land, J200 
However here on higher steps we stand, 

Which ahjo were with self-same price redeemed 
That we however of us light esteemed. 

And were they not, yet sith that loving Lord 
Commanded us to hnc them for his sake, ^ 205 

Even for his sake, and for his sacred w^ord, 

Which in his last bequest he to us spake. 

We should them love, and with their needs partake, 
Knowing that u iiatsoe’er to them we give, 

We give to him by whom we all do live. 210 

Such mercy he by his most liply reed 
Unto us taught, and, to approve it true, 

Ensampled it by his most rigKteous deed, 

Shewing us mercy (miserable crew!) 

That we the like should to the wj-etches shew, 215 
And love our brethren, thereby to approve 
How much himself that loved us we Ibve, 

1 
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'I’hon rouze thy solf, O Earth! out of thy soil, 

In which thou wallowSt like to lilthy swine, 

And d<K)st lliy mind in durty pleasures nioyl, ^20 
Ehulmindrul of that dearest Lord of tliine; 

Lift up to liim thy heavy-cloiuh d eync, 

That thou this sov<Teign bounty mnist heh^)ld, 

And read, through lo\c, his mercies manifold. 

• 

l^eoin from fust*, where he oncradled was C25 

In simple cratch, wrapt in a wad of hay, 

Lotwi en the toi lful o\l and humble ass, 

And ill what ra^s, ami in how base army. 

The t>lory (d* our licaveidy riclios lay, 

Whyn him the silly shepheids came to see, 330 
AVIiom i.\real<‘st princes sought ou lowest knee. 

Evom thence read on the story of bis life, 
lli-i hunih^ caniage, his unfaulty ways, 
llis ciiuOTm foc-s, hi^ liiihls, his loyK his strife, 

Ills p.Jii;, his po\ei'ly, his sharp asMi}s, 

'rhroii'ii\ which he past his miserable dayes, 
Ollcnding none, ard doing good to all, 

'^'el Lcihg iiuilic’d both by groat and .small. 

And h'ok at last, how of most wrotclied wights 
He taken w.i , belravM, and false accusVI, 240 
IJow w ith most scornfifl taunts, and fell rlespights 
He was rexilM, disgiacM,and foul abused; [hrused; 
How scouig'd, ho’i/ crowiiM, how lailfeted, how 
And, lastly, lunv ^twiV robbers crucifide, [side! 
With bitter woiMid through bauds, through feet; and 
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Then let tliy flinty heart, that feels no pain, 24:6 
ir.inpiorced btj with pitiful remorse, 

And let lliy bowels bleed in o\ery vein 
At sinht of hib mojit sacred heavenly corse, 

So tom and ]nani>;Ied with malicious force; 2o() 
And lot iTiy soul, whose sins his sorrows wrought, 

, Melt into tears, and grone in grieved ihoughi. 

With sense whereof, whilst so tliy softnyd spirit 
Is inly toiioht, and humbled with meek zeal 
Through meditation of his endless merit, 2f)5 

Lift up tliy mind to th’ Author of thy weal, 

And to his sov(‘raign ineicy do a))peal; 

Learn him to love that loved fboc so dear, 

And in thy breast his blessed image bear. 

4 

W ith all thy heart, with all thy soul and ^ipd, 260 
Thou must him love, and his behcasts 
All jollier lo\Ts, willi w bicli the world doth blind 
W^tk fancies, atjd stir up affections base, 

Tlifiru must reriowncc anj utterly displace. 

And give thy self unto him full and free, 265 

That full and freely gave himself for thee. 

Then shalt thou feel thy spitit so possest, 

And ravish t with devouring great desire 
Of his dear self, that shall thy feeble breast 
Inflame with love, and set thee all on fire 270 

With burning zeal, through every part entire, 

That in no earthly thing thou*shalt delight, 

But in his sweet and amiable sight. 
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Thoiicefoi th all \\oihrs ilcsire ^^lU in thee die. 

And all eartliS glory, on which inon do gaze, 275 
Seem duitand dioss in thy puic-sighted e}e, 
CoinpaiM to that celestial beauty’s blaze. 

Whose glorious beams all floslily sense* doth da 'o 
With adniiicition of then passing light, ' 

Bjinding the ejes, and luininmg the spr^ght. 280 

Then shall thy lavisht soul inspiiod be 

With hea>cnly thoughts, fai above humane skill, 

And thy blight radient eyes shall plainly sec 

I'll' idee of his puie gloiy pies«nt still 

Before thy face, that all thy spirits shall fill 285 

With sweet emagement of celestial love. 

Kindled thiougU sight of those tan things above, 287 
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ON- HEAVENLY BEAUTV. 


Haft wiiii the rage of mine own ravisht thought, 
Through contemplation of those goodly sights, 

Anti glorious images in heaven wrought, 

WJiosc wondrous beaiity, breathing sweet delights^ 
Do kindle love in high conceited sprights, 

I fain to tell the things that I behold, 

But feel iny wits to fail, and tongue to fold. 


Vouchsafe then, O thou most Almighty Spright! 
From whom all gifts of wit and kniowledg<ph>w, 

To shed into my brciist some sparkling light 10 
Of thine eternal Iruth, that 1 may show 
Some little beames to mortal eyes below 
Of that immortal beauty, there with thee. 

Which in my w^eak distraughted mind I see; 


That with the glory of so go&dly sight 15 

The hearts of men, which fondly here admire 
Fair-sccming shews, and feed on vain delight, 
Transported with celestial desire 
Of those fair forms, may lift themselves up higlier, 
And learn to love, with zealoils humble duty, 20 
Th' eternal fountain of that heavcnl^^cauty. 
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IJeginning then bolow, with tli'casic viow 
Of tiiis baso world, subject to I'h'slily eye, 

From tliciK’o to mount aloft by ordt'i* due, 

'I'o eontonij)]ation of tlf immortal skye; 25' 

Of the soar faiilcou so I learn to llye, 

That flags a while her fluttering wings be^^eatli, 

Till she herself for stronger flight can breathe, 

• 

Tiion look wlio list, thy ga/oful eyes to feed 
With sight of that is fair, look on the frame 30 
Of thi'. w'ide univer''e, and therein reed 
'file endless kinds of creature;^ wliich by name 
'J’hou canst not count, much less tiieir natures aim, 
All which arc made with wondrous wise respect, 
And all with a<imi ruble beauty deckt. 05 

First, the earth, on adamantine pillers founded 
Amid lh(^ sea, engirt with braseii bands, 

^I’hcnlh'air still flitting, but yet fiimly bounded 
On every side, witli piles of darning brands. 

Never consum’d, nor quencht with mortal hands; 
And, last, lliat mighty shining crystal wall, 41 
Wherewith he hath encompassed this all. 

By view whereof it plai*ly may appear, 

That still as every thing doth upward tend, 
vVnd further is from, earth, so still move clear 45 
And fair it grows,- till to his perfect end 
Of purest Beauty it at last iisceud; 

Ayr more than waterf fire much more than ayr, 

And heaven tha'n fire, appears more pure and fair. 
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Look thou no further, but aflix thine eye 50 

Oil that bright shiny round still-moving mass, 

The house of blessed Gods, which men call Skye, 
All sowM with glistring stars more thick than grass, 
Whereof each other doth in brightness pass, 

But iho' e two most, which ruling night and day, 55 
As king and queen the heaven’s empire sway ; 

And tell, me then, what hast thou ever seen 
I’ll at to their beauty may compared be, 

Or can the sight that is most sharp and keen 
Endure their caj^tay/s flaming head to see f 66^ 
How much less those, much higher in degree, 

And so much fairer, and much more than those, 

As these arc fairer than the land and seas } 

For far above these heavens which here \vc see 
Be others far exceeding these in light, 65 

Not bounded, not corrupt, as these same he, 

But infinite injargeness and in height. 

Unmoving, uncorrupt, and spotless bright, 

7^hal need no sun t’ illuminate iheir splieres, 

But their own native light far passing theirs, 70 

And as these heavens stilbby degrees arise, 

Until they come to their first Mover’s bound, 

That in his mighty compass <loth comprise. 

And carry all the rest with hint around, 

So those likewise do by degrees redound, 75 

And rise more fair, till the/ at last arrive 
To the most fair, whereto they all^o strive. 
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Fair is the heaven where happy souls have place, 

In full enjoyment of felicity, 

Whence they do still behold the glorious face SO 
Of the divine eternal Majesty ; 

More fair is that whore those idees on hie 
Knrangcd be which Plato so admired, 

And pure inlclligonccs from God inspired. 

Yet fairer is that heaven in which do reign 
The sovereign powers and mighty potentates, 

Which in their high protections do contain 
AH mortal princes and imperiiil states ; 

And fiiirer yet, whereas the royal seals 

And lic«avenly dominations are set, * 90 

From whom all earthly governance is fet. 

YoX far more fair be those bright chcrubims, 

Wliich all with golden wings are over-dight, 

And those eternal burning Seraphims, 

Which from their faces dart^out fiery light ; gH 
Yet fairer than they both, and much more bright, 
Be th' angels and archangels, which attend 
On God's own person without rest or end* 

These thus in fair each dilicr far excelling, 

As to the highest they apj>roach more near, 100 
Yet is that highest far beyond all telling, 

Fairer than all the rest which there appear, 

Though all their beauties joyn’d together were ; 
How then can mortal tdngue hope to express 
^he image of endless perfectness ? 105 
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Cease then, my tongue ! and lend unto my mind 
I.cavc to bethink how great that Beauty is 
Whose utmost parts so beautiful I find ; 

How much more those essential parts of his, 

Ilis truth, his love, his wisdom, and his bliss, 110 
His grad, his doom, his mercy, and his might, 

By w^hich he lends us of himself a sight ! 

Those unto all he daily doth display. 

And shew himself in th^ image of his grace, 

As ill a iooking-gla<s, through which he may 11 j 

Be seen of all his civiaturcs vile and base, 

That arc unable else to sec his face, 

His glorious face! w'hich glistereth else so* bright. 
That th^ angels selves cannot endure his sight. 

But wc, frail wights ! whose sight cannot sustain 120 

The sun-bright beams when he on us doth shine^, 

But that their points rebutted back again 

Arc dull'd, ho\\%can we see with feeble eyiie 

The glory of that majesty divine, 

ill sight of whom both sun and moon are dark, li?5 

Compar'd to his least resplendent spark ? 

The means, therefore, whicli unto us is lent 
Him to behold, is on his works to look, 

Which he hath made in beauty excellent, 

And in the same, as in a brasen book, 130 

To read enregistred in every nook 
'His goodness, which his Beauty doth declare ; 

For all that's good is beautiful and 
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Thence gathering plumes of peril ct speculation, 

To imp the wings of th} high-llyng mind, 135 
l^lount up aloft tlirougli heavenly ccuiteinplation, 
From this dm k woild^ v\ ho-,e damps the soul do blind, 
And like the native biood of eagles kind, 

On lliat hiiglil Sun of (dor^ lix thine eyeS 
Clear’d fiom gioss nn of fiail iniiimities, liO , 

Ilurahlod with fear and awful levevenev, 

Befoie the footstool of his majesty 

'J'hrovv th} self dowui, with trembling iLiiorencc, 

Ke dare look up v^ith corruptU^le o>e 
On the drad face of that great Deity, 1 1*5 

For fear lest if he chance to look on tlioe 
Thou turn to nought, and quite contounded be. 

But lowly fall before his merev-seat, 

Cbise cover’d with the Lamb’s integiity 

From the just vMath of his avengeful threat IjO 

That Mts upon the righteous throne, on high ; 

11 is throne is built upon eternitv, 

Moie firm and durable than steel or l/rass, 

Or the hard diamond, which them both doth pass. 

His scepter is tJie nid o^ righteousness, 155 

With which he biiiselli all hi’' foes to dust, 

And the great Dragon strongly doth repress, 

Under tlie ligour of his judgment just ; 

Ills seat IS ’J’lulh, to which the faithful trust, 

From v\henc<» proceed Fler heams so pure and briglit, 
That all about I^im shoddelh glorious light, 1(>1 
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IJglit far exceeding that bright blazing spark 
Which darted is from Titan's flaming head, 

TJiat with his beams enlumineth the dark 
And dampish air, whereby all things are red, lOS 
Whose nature yet so much is marvelled 
Ot mortal wits, tliat it doth much amaze 
TJic greatest wisards which thereon do gaze. 

But that immortal light which there doth shine 
Is many thousand times more bright, more clear, 
More excellent, more glorious, more divine, 171 
Through which to God all mortal actions here, 

And e^cji the tlioughfs of men, do plain appear; 
For from th' eternal Truth it dotli proceed, 

Through he<uenly vortue which h<‘r beams do breed. 

With the great glory of that wondrous light 176 
1 1 is throne is all encompassed around, 

And hid in his own brightness from the sight 
Of all that look thereon with eyes unsound ; 

And undcrncalh^liis feet are to be found 180 

Thunder, and lightning, and tcmj)estuous fire, 

U’lie instruments of his avengijjg ire. 

There in l}i‘i bosom Sapience doth sit, 

The sovereign deavling of tlie. Deity, 

Clad like a queen in ruval robes, most fit 185 
For so great powTe and pedrleste majesty, 

And all with gems and jewels gorgeously 
Adorn'd, that brighter tlian t[,ic stars appear, 

And make her hativc,' brightnc'ss seem more clear. 
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And on her head a crown of purest gold 190 

Is set, in sign of highest sovereignty, 

And in her hand a scepter she doth hold. 

With which she rules the house of God on high, 
And menageth the ever-moving sky, 

And in the same these lower creatures all _ 3 95 

Subjected to her powrc imperial. 

• 

Both heaven and earth obey unto her will, 

And all the creatures which they both contain, 

For of her fulness which the world doth fill 
They all partake, and do in state remain 200 
As their great Maker did at iirst ordain, 

I'll rough observation of her high beheast, 

By uhich they tirst were made and still incrcast. 

The fairness of her face no tongue can tell, 

For she the daiiglitcrs of all woinen*s race, • 205 

And angels eke, in hcauty doth Cxcell, 

Sparkled on her from God's own glorious face, 

And more increast by her own goodfy grace, 

That it doth far exceed all humane thought, 

Nc can on earth compared be to ought, 210 

Ne could that painter (l^ad he lived yet) 

Which pictur'd Venus with so curious quill. 

That all posterity admired it. 

Have pourtray'd this, ^of%ll his maistring skill; 

Ne she her self, had she remained still, 215 

And were as fair as fabling wits do feign, 

Could once coine*near this Beauty sovereign. 
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But had those wits, the wonders of their days, 

Or that sweet Teian poet, which did spend 

His plenteous vein in setting forth her praise, 220 

Seen but a glimpse of this which I pretend, 

How wondroiisly would he her face commend, 
Above that idole of his faining thought, 

That all the world should with his rimes be fraught! 

# 

How then dare I, the novice of his art, 225 

Presume to picture so divine a wight, 

Or hope t* express her least perfection's part. 

Whose beauty tills the heavens with her light. 

And darks the earth with shadow of her sight ? 

Ah, gentle JMusc 1 thou art too weak and faint 230 
The pourtrait of so heavenly hue to paint. 

Let angels, which her goodly face behold 
And see at will, her sovereign praises sing, 

And those most sacred mysteries unfold 

Of that fair love of mighty Heaven's King; 235 

Enough is me t' admire so heavenly thing, 

And being thus with her huge love posscst, 

In ill' only wonder of herself to rest. 

But whoso may, thrice hapyy man him hold, 

,Of all on earth whom God so much doth grace, 240 
And lets his own beloved to*behold ; 

For in the view of her celHftial face 
All joy, all bliss, all happiness have place ; 

Ne ought on earth can want iiiito the wdght 
Who of her self can win the wishfu> sight- 


245 
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For slio, out of her scxrct treasury, 

Plenty of riches forth on him will pour, 

Even heavenly liclies, which ihevt; hidden lie 
'Within the closet of her chastest howre, 

Th' eternal portion of her precious dowre, 550 
Which anility God hath given to her fri'e, 

And to all those which thereof worthy be. 

• 

None thereof worthy he hut those whom she 
Vouchsafolh to her prcociice to receive. 

And letteth thoiu tier lovely face to see, 255 

Wlierc^of such wondrou*-' pleasuri‘s tliey conceive, 
At)d sweet contentment, that if^loth bereave 
Their soul of sense through iidinite delight, 

And them transport from llesli into the spright. 

In which tiny see sin*h admirable ihitigs, 260 

As carries them into an extasv. 

And hour such heavenly noUs and carotings 
Of God's high praise, that tills tlic brastn sky. 

And feel such joy an 1 ‘Measure imvaully, 

That inakelh them all . orldh caies fergef, 2f>5 
And only tliiiik on that before them 

Nc fr<»m thenceforth dot|j any ileshly ‘'OUse 
Or idle thought of earthly things remain, 

But all earst seem'd'^ect seejus now offence;, 
And all that pleased earst^w seems to pain : 270 

Their joy, tlmir comfort, their desire, theii gain, 

Is fixed all on that which now they see; 

All other sights b(it hiined shadows be# 
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And that fair lamp which useth to enflamc 

The hearts of men with self-consuming fire, 275 

Thenceforth seems foul, and full of sinful blame; 

And all that pomp to which proud minds aspire 
By name of Honour, and so much desire, 

Seems to them baseness, and all riches dross, 

And all mirth sadness, and a}l lucre loss. 280 . 

So full their eyes are of that glorious sight, 

And senses fraught with such satictie, 

That in nought else on earth they can delight, 

But in the aspect of tha^ felicitic, 

AVhich they have written in their inward eye, 285 
On which they feed, and in their fastened mind 
All happy joy and full contentment find. 

Ah, then, my hungry Soul! which long hast fed 
On idle fancies of my foolish thought, 

And with false Beauty's flattering bait misled, 290 
Hast after vain deceitful shadows sought, 

Which all are fled, and now have It ft thee nought 
But late repentance through ihy folly's prief, 

Ah ! cease to gaze on matter of thy grief. 

And look at last up to tliat sovet-eign light 295 
From whose pure beams all perfect Beauty springs, 
That kfndleth love in every gqjjly spright, 

Even the love of God, which loathing brings 
Of this vile world and these gay-seeming things; 

With whose sweet pleasures being«so possest, 

Tljy straying thoughts henceforth for ev^ rest. 301 
vou tri. E ' 
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Being one day at iny window all alone, 

So inan^ btiaiige things happened me to see, 
Ab much it giieveth me to think thereon. 

At my light hand a hind appealed to me. 

So fair as mote the greatest god delite ; 

Two eager dogs did her purbue in chacc, 

Ot which the one was black, the other while : 
With deadly loice bW in tkeir cruel race 
Tlu'y piiicht the haunchob of that gentle beast. 
That at the last, anil in bhort time I spidc, 
Undei a rock where she, alas ! opprest, 

Fell to the ground, and theie untimely dide. 
Cruel death vanqiAbhiflg so noble beauty^ 

Oft mivkcb wail so hard a destiny. 
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11 . 

Akftor at sea a tall ship did appeal. 

Made all of heben and white ivoi y ; 

The sails of gold ; of silk the tackle wore ; 

Mild was the wind, calm soemM the to Lc, 
The sky each where did show lull bright and tjii : 
With rich treasuies this gay ship iiaited was, 

But sudden storm did so turmoil the air, 

And tumbled up the sea, that she (alas 1) 

Stiake on a lock that under watei lay, 

And perished past all reco\eiy. 

O how great luth and^sorrowful assay 
Doth vex my spirit with peiplexity, 

Thus in a moment to sec lost and diound 
So great lichcs as like cannot be lound * 

III. 

The heavenly blanches did I sec arise 
Out of the fresh and lusty lauicl-tiee, 

Amidst the young green wood ot Paradise ; 

Some noble plant I thought my self to see : 

Such stoic of buds therein yshiouded weie. 
Chanting iii shade their sundry melody, 

That with their sweetness I was ravisht noie. 
While on this laurel fixed wa^ mine eye, 

The sky 'gan every whore to over-cast, 

And darkned was the wclj^n all about, 

When sudden flash of heaven's fire out-brast, 

And rent this royal tree quite by the root ; 

Which makes mo much aill ever to complain. 

For no such shadow shall be had agai^i. 
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IV. 

Within this wood, out of a rock, did rise 
A sprinp; of water, mildly tumbling down. 
Wild do approached not in any wi->e 
'riio homely sheplierd nor the ruder clown, 

But many muses and the nymphs withal, 

*ljial sweetly in accoid did tunc their voyce 
'lo the soft sounding t)f the waters fall, 

1 hat my glad heart thereat <lid much rejoyce. 
But while therein I took my chief delight, 

I saw (alas !) the gaping earth devour 
The spring, the place, and all flean out of sight, 
Whicli ^et ai 3 [grieves my heart even to this hour. 
And wounds my soul with ruful memory, 

To see su^h pleasures gone so suddenly. 

V. 

1 saw a phoeni?t in the w^ood alone. 

With purple wings and crest of golden hue ; 
Strange bird he was, whereby 1 thought anone. 
That of some heavenly wight I had*theMew, 
Until he came unto the broken tree, 

And to the spring that late devoured was. 

What say 1 more ? Each thing at last wc see 
Doth pass aw'ay : the phoenix there (alas !) 
Spring the tree destioid, the water dride. 
Himself smote with his*beak, as in disdain, 

And so forthwith in great dispite he dide, 

ThO't yet m^ heart burns ^ exceeding pain, 
fov ruth and pity of so }Mf[>lcss plight, 
let mine e>e^*no more see such a sight ! 
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VI. 

At last, so fair a lady did 1 spy. 

That thinking yet on her I burn and quake ; 

On herbs and flowres she walked pensively, 

Mild, but ;yet love she proudly did forsake : 

White scem*d her robes, yet woven so the}" m ere, 

As snow and gold together had been wrought. 
Above the waste a dark cloud shioiidcd her, 

A stinging serpent by the heel her caught. 
Wherewith she languisht as the gather’d tlowio, 

And well a'ssur’d she mounted up to joy. 

Alas ! on earth so nothing doth endure, 

But bitter grief and sonowful annoy, 

Which make this life wretched and miserable, 
Tossed with storms of fortune variable. 

VII. 

When I beheld this tickle trustless state 
Of vain world's glory, flitting to and fro, 

And moital men tossed by troublous Fate, 

In rcstlc‘5S seas ot* wretchedness and woe, 

I wish I might this weaiy life forgo, 

And shortly tuin unto my happy rest, 

Where my free spirit might not any mo 
Be vext with sights that do h«r peace molest. 

And ye, fair Lady ! in whose bounteous brest 
All heavenly grace and vertue shrined is, 

When ye these rimes do read, and view the rest, 
Loath this base world, and think of heaven's bliss: 
And though ye be the fairdlt of God's creatures, 

Yet think that death shall spoil yohr goodly fea* 
tures. 
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X. 

It was the time when Rest, soft sliding dowi: 

Fiom licaven's height into mens’ heavy eyes, 

In the forgetfulness of sleep doth diown 
The careful thoughts of mortal inlseiies, 

Then did a ghost before mine appear, 

On that great river's bank that runs by Rome, 
Which calling me by name, bade me to rear 
My looks to heaven, \idiencc all good gifts do come; 
And crying loud, lo, now behold (quoth he) 

What under this grcaftcmple placed U I 
JLo, all IS nought but flying vanity ! 

So I, that know this world's inconstancies, 

^ith only God surmounts all times decay, 

In God alone ihy confidence do stay. 
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II* 

On high Ijiirs top I saw a stately fiame. 

An hundred ciibils high by just assize, 

With hundred pillouis fionting fair the same, 

All wrought with diamond after Dorick \\i/r : 
Nor brick nor marble was the wall in view, 

But shining crystal, which fiom top to base 
€)iit of her womb a thousand ia3"ons thiew, 

One hundred steps of Afric gold’s enchase : 

Gold was the paiget, and the tieling biiglit 
Did shine all scaly with great plates of gold ; 

The floor of jasp and einciauld was dight. 

0 world's vainness ! w Riles thus I did behold, 

An earthquake shook the hill tiom lowest seat, 
And ovei threw tins fiamc with tuine great. 

III. 

Then did a sharped spire ol diamond blight, 

Ten feet each wa^ in square, appear to me, 

Justly proportion'd up unto his hight, 

So fai as archer ipight his level see; 

The top theieof a pot did seem to bear. 

Made of the metal which we all do honour, 

And in this golden vessel couched were 
The ashes of a mighty emperour. 

Upon four corners of the bast were ight. 

To bear the frame, four lyons great, of gold, 

A worthy tomb for such a worthy wight : 

Alas! this woild doth nought but grievance hold. 

1 saw a tempest from the heaven descend. 

Which this brave inonumcnt ^dth flash did rend. 
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IV. 

I saw laisM up on ivoty pillors tall, 

Whose bases were of richest metals wark, 

The chapters aiablaster, the fr) scs cr^ stal, 

The (hmblc front of a triumphal ark : 

On each side pouitiaid was a Victory, 

Clad like a n^inph, that wings of silver wears, 
And in triumphant chair was set on by 
The antient glory of the Roman peers. 

No woik it seem'd of earthly craftsman^s wit, 
But rather wrought by his own industry 
That thunder daits for Jove his siie, doth fit. 
Let me no more see fair thin^ under sky, 

Sith that mine e^es hath seen so fair a sight 
With sudden fall to dust consumed quight. 

V. 

Then was the fair Dodoniau tree far seen, 
Upon se\cn hills to '•pread his gladsom glearn^ 
And conquerors bedecked with his green. 
Along the banks of the Ausonian |tream : 
There many an ancient trophy was addrost, 
And many a '•poil, an<! many a goodly show. 
Which that bra\e race’s greatness did attest, 
That whilom from the Trojan blood did fiow. 
Ha\isht I was so rarea'thing to \iew, 

When, lo ! a barbarous troup of clownish fone 
The honour of these noble boughs down threw 
Under the wedge 1 heard the trunk to groan ; 
Au<l since I saw^ the root in great disdain 
A twin of forked trec^send foitli again. 
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VI. 

I saw a wolf under a rocky cave 
Nursing two whelps ; I saw her little ones 
In wanton dalliance the teat to crave. 

While she her neck wreathM from them for the nones: 
I saw her range abroad to seek her food, 

And roining through the field with greedy rage 
* T'embrew her teeth and claws with lukewarm blood 
Of the small beards, her thirst for to asswage : 

I saw a thousand huntsmen, which descended 
Down from the mountains bord^-ing Lombardy, 
That with an liundreil spears her think wide rended : 
I saw her on the plain ouM retched lie, 

Throwing out thousand throbs in her own soil, 

Soon on a tree uphangM I saw her spoil. 

VI I. 

I saw the bird that can the sun endure, 

With feeble wings assa^ to mount on bight, 

By more and more she 'gan her wings f assure, 
Following th'eiisAmple of her mother’s sight, 

I saw her lise, and with a larger tiight 
To pierce the clouds, and with wide pinneons 
To measure the most haughty mountain’s bight. 
Until she raught the god’s oxyi mansions ; 

There was she lost when suddain I beheld, 

Where tumbling through the air in jficry fold, 

All flaming down she on the plain was feld, 

And soon her body turn’d to ashes cold. 

I saw the fowl that doth the light despise, 

Out of Jier dust like to a worm arise,* 
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Vlll. 

I saw a ri\er whose foamy billows 
Did wash tlie ^round-woik of an old great wall ; 

I saw it cover’d all with glibly shadows, 

That with black horror did the air appall : 
’riiere-out a strange beast with seven heads arose, 
That towns and castles under her breast did cour. 
And seemM both milder beasts and fieicer foes 
Alike with equal lavin to devour. 

!Much was I ma/d to see this nionstei's kind 
In hundred lorms to change his fearful hue, 

Whenhs at length 1 saw the wrathful wind, 

Which blow s cold storms, burst out of Scythian mew^, 
That spersl these clouds, and in so short as thought, 
This dieadful shape was vanished to nought. 

IX. 

Then all astonied with this mighty glioast, 

An hideous body big and strong I saw. 

With side-long beard, and locks down hanging least. 
Stem face, and front full of Satunf-likc awe, 

Who leaning on the belly of a pot, 

I’our’d forth a water whose out-gushing flood 
Ran bathing all the creaky shore allot, 

Whereon the Trojan spilt Turnus’ blood ; 

And at his feet a bitch-wolf suck did yield 
To tw’o young babes : his left the palm-tree stout, 
Ilis right hand did the peaceful olive wield, 

And head w ith laurel gamishl was about : 

Sudden both palm aii|jl olive fell away, 

And fair green laurel-branch did quite decay. 
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X. 

Hard by a river's side a virgin fair, 

Folding her arms to heaven with thousand throbs. 
And outraging her checks and golden hair, 

To falling rivers' sound thus tun'd her sobs. 

Where is (quoth she) this whilom honored face ? 
Where the great glory and the ancient praise 
*ln which all worlds felicity had place, 

Wljen gods and men my honour up did raise ? 
Sutlic'd it not that civil wars me made 
The whole world's spoil, but that this hydra new, 
Of hundred Hercules' io be assaid, 

With seven heads, budding njonslrous crimes anew, 

So many Neroes and Caligulas 

Out of these crooked shores must daily raise ? 

XI. 

Upon an hill a bright (lame I did see, 

Waving aloft with triple point to sky, 

Which like incense of precious cedar tree, 

With balmy odours fill'd th'air far and nigh : 

A bird all white, well feather'd on each wing, 
Ilcrc-out up to the throne of gods did fly, 

And all the w'ay most pleasant notes did sing. 
Whilst in the smoke she untodiCtaven did sty. 

Of this fair fire the scattered rays forth threw 
On every side a. thousand shining beams, 

When sudden dropping of a silver dew [flames, 
(O grievous chance 1) gan quench those precious 
That it which earst so pleasanU scent did yield, 

Of nothing now but noyo'us sulphur slpeld. 
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XII. 

I saw a spring out ot a rock forth rail, 

As clear as crystal, 'gainst the sunny beams, 

The bottom yellow, like the golden grail 
That bright Pactolus wash! with his streams ; 

It seem'd tliat Art and Nature had assembled 
All pleasures there for which man's heart could long, 
And there a noise alluring sleep soil trembled, 

Of many accords, moie sweet than mermaids' song: 
The seats and be nches shone of ivory, 

And hundred nymphs sat side by side about, 

Whdh from nigh hilh, with lijdeous tmtery, 

A troup of sat) rs in the place did rout. 

Which with their villain feet the stream did ray, 
Threw down the scats, and drove the nymphs aw a) . 

XIII. 

Much richer than that vessel seem'd to be 
Which did to that sad Florentine appear, 

Casting mine eyes far off, I chanc'd to see, 

Upon the Latine coast her self to lear ; 

But suddenly arose a tempest great. 

Bearing close envy to these riches rare. 

Which 'gan assail this ship with dreadful threat, 
This ship, to which neme other might compare; 

And finally, the storm impetuous 
Sunk up these liches, second unto none. 

Within the gulf of greedy Nereus : 

1 saw both shjp and mariners each one, 

And all that treasurq, drowned in the main ; 

But I the shi{) ^aw after raisM again. 
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XTV. 

Long having deeply gronM these visions sad, 

I saw a city like unto that same 
Which saw the messenger of tidings glad, 

But that on sand was built the goodly frame : 

It seem’d her top the firmament did raise, 

And no less rich than fair, right worthy sure 
^If ought here worthy) of immortal days, 

Or if ought under heaven might firm endure. 
Much wondered^ I to see so fair a wall, 

When from the northern coast a storm -arose, 
Which breathing fury ffoin his inward gall 
On all, which did against his course oppose. 

Into a cloud of dust sperst in the air 
The weak foundations of this city fair* 

XV. 

At length, even at the time when Morpheus 
Most truly doth unto her eyes appear, 

Weary to see the heavens still w av ring thus, 

I saw Typhanis* sister coming near, 

Whose head full bravely with a morion hid, 

Did seem to match the gods in majestic ; 

She by a river’s bank, that swift down slid. 

O’er all the world did raise a ttrophee hie ; 

An hundred vanquisht kings under her lay, 

With arms bound at their back^ in shameful wise. 
Whilst I thus mazed was with great affray, 

1 saw the heavens in war against her rise. 

Then down she striken fell with»clap of thonder. 
That with great noise Iwaktin sudden ^vender. 
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I. 

One day, whiles that my daily cares did sleep. 
My spirit, shaking off her earthly prison, 

Began to enter meditation deep 

Of things exceeding reach of common reason, 

Such as this age, in which all good is geason. 

And all that humble is and mean dcbac'd, 

Hath brought forth in her last declining season, 
Grief of good minds !o sec goodness disgrac'd : 

On which whenas my thought was throughly placM, 
Unto my eyes strange shows presented w^ere, 
Picturing that which I in mind embrac'd, 

That yet those sights empassion me full nere : 

Such as they were (fair Lady !) take in worth, 

That when t'^e serves may bring things better forth.. 
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II- 

In summer's day, when Phoebus fairly shone, 

I saw a bull as wliite as driven snow, 

With giklen horns embowed like the moon, 

In a fresh flowring meadow lying low ; 

Up to his ears the verdant grass did grow, 

And the gay flowres did ofler to be eaten, 

But he with fatness so did overflow, 

That he, all wallowed in the weeds down beaten, 

Ne car’d with them his dainty lips to sweeten ; 

Till that a brize, a scorned little creature, 

Through his fair hidt his angry sting did threaten, 
And vext so sore, that all his goodly feature 
And all his plenteous pasture nought him pleased : 
So by the small the great is oft diseased. 

ill. 

Beside the fruitful share of muddy Nile, 

Upon a sunny bank outstretched lay, 

In monstrous length, a mighty crocodile, 

That, cramm'd with guiltless blood and greedy pray 
Of wretched people travailing that way, 

Thought all things less than his disdainful pride : 

I saw a little bird, call’d Tedula, 

The least of thousands whicdi on earth abide. 

That forc'd this hideous beast to open wide 
Thegriesly gates of his devouring hell. 

And let him teed, as Nature doth provide, 

Upon his jaws, that with black venom swell. 

Why then should greatest tilings the least disdain, 
Sith that so small so mighty can constrain ? 
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IV. 

The kingly bird, that bears Jove's thunder-clap, 
One day did scorn the simple scarabcc. 

Proud of his highest service and good hap, 

That made all other fowls his thralls to be : 

The silly fly that no redress did see, 

Spy'd where the eagle built his towring nest, 

And kindling fire within the hollow tree. 

Burnt up his young on^, and himself distrest, 

Ne suffer’d him in any iiilace to rest 

But drove in Jove's own lap his eggs to lay, 

Where gathering also filth him to infest. 

Forc’d with the filth his eggs to fling away ; 

For which when as the fowl was wroth, said Jove, 
Lo ! how the least the greatest may reprove. 

V. 

Toward the sea turning my troubled eye, 

I saw the fish (if fish I may it deep) 

That makes the sea before his face to fly, 

And with his flaggy fins doth seem fo sweep 
The foamy waves out of the dreadful deep. 

The huge leviathan, Dame Nature’s wonder. 
Making his sport, that many makes to weep ; 

A sword-fish small him from the rest did sunder, 
That in his throat him prickling softly under, 

His wide abyss him forced forth to spew, 

That all the sea did roar like? heaven’s thunder. 
And all the waves were stain’d with filthy hue. 
Hereby I learned have to* despise 

Whal-ever thin^*sceras small in common eyes. 
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VI. 

An hideous dragon, dreadful to behold, 

Whose back was arm’d against the dint of spoar, 
With shields of I^rass, that shone like burnish’d gold, 
And forked sting, that death in it did bear. 

Strove with a spider, his unequal peer, 

And bad defiance to his enemy : 

subtil vermin creeping closely near,. 

Dill in his drink shed poison privily, 

Which through his intrails spreading diversly, 
INIade him to swell, that nigh his bowels burst, 

And him enforc'd to yioid the victory, 

That did so much in his own greatness trust. 

O how great vainness is it then to scorn 
I'he weak, that hath the strong so oft forlorn I 
vn. 

High on a hill a goodly cedar grew, 

Of wondrous length and straight proportion, 

That far abroad her dainty odours threw ; 

]\Iongsl all the daughters of proud Libanon, 

Her match in beauty was not any one: 

Shortly within her inmost pith there bred 
A little wicked worm, perceiv’d of none, 

'i'liat on her sap and vital moistftre fed : 
%'henceforth her garland, so much honoured, 

Regan to die, (O great ruth for*the same!) 

And her fair locks fell from her lofty head, 

*rhat shortly bald and bared she became. 

I, which this sight beheld, was nwch dismay'd, 

To see so goodly thing so soon decay’d, 
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Soon after this, I saw an elephant, 

AcioniM with bells and bosses gorgeously, 

Tliat on his back did bear (as baltoilant) 

A gildon towrc, which shone exceedingly, 

That he liimscJf through foolisli vanity, 

Both for his rich attfre and goodly form, 

JVas puft'ed up with passing surquedry. 

And shortly ’gan all other beasts to scorn ; 

'fill that a little ant, a silly worm, 

Into his nostrils creeping, so him pain’d, 

'J'hat casting dpwii his towros, he did deform 
Both borrow’d pride, and native beauty stain’d. 

Lot therefore nought that great is therein glory, 
Sith so small thing his happiness may vary. 

IX. 

Looking far forth into the ocean wide, 

A goodly ship, with banners bravely dight, 

And flag in her top*-gallant, 1 espidc, 

Through the main sea making her merry flight ; 
Fair blew the N\ind into her bosom right, 

And th* heavens looked lovely all the while, 

That she did seem to dance, as in delight, 

And at her own felicity did smile : 

All suddenly there clove untp her keel 
A little fish, that men call llemora, 

, Which stopt her course, and held her by the heel. 
That wind nor tide could move her thence away. 
jStrangc thing me steineth that so Small a thing 
Should abiu be so great an one to wring. 
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X. 

A mighty lion, lord of all the wood, 

I laving his hunger throughly satisfy'd 
With prey of beasts and spoil of living blood. 

Safe in his dreadless den him thought to hide ; 
liis sternness was his praise, his strength his pride, 
And all hia glory in his cruel claws : 

1 saw a wasp, that fiercely him deliclo, 

And bad him battail even to his jaws ; 

Sore he him stung, that it the blood forth draws, 
And his proud heart is fiUM with fretting ire : 

In vain lie throats his tK*th, his tail, his paws, 

And from his bloody eyes doth sparkle tire, 

Tliat dead himself he wished for despight i 
So weakest may annoy the most of might. 

XI, 

What time the Roman empire bore the reign 
Of all the world, and flourisliM most in might, 

The nations ’gan their sovereignty disdain. 

And cast to quit them from their bondage quite ; 

So when all shrouded were in silent night, 

The Galls were, by cornipling of a maid, 

Possess’d nigh of the, Capitol through slight, 

Had not a goose the treachery ’be wraid ; 

If then a goose great Rome from ruin staid, 

And Jove himself^ the patron of the place, 

Preserv’d from being to his foes betraid. 

Why do vain men mean things so much deface, 

And in their might repose their ftiost assurance, 

Sith nought on earth can challenge lon^^enduraucc^ 
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Wlion these sad sights were over-past and gone, 
My spright was greatly moved in her vest. 
With inward ruth and dear aft’ection, 

To sec so great things by so small distro-'t: 
'I'henccforth I 'gan in my engrieved breast 
To scorn all dillerencc of great and small, 

Sith that the greatest often are opprest, 

And unawares df» into danger fall. 

And ye, tluil read these Iluincs tragical, 

Learji by their loss to love the low degree*. 

And if that fortune chance you up to call 
•To Honour’s seat, forget not what ye be ; 

For he that of himself is most secure, 

Shall liud his state most fickle anti unsure. 
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To llie right Honourable 

THE LADY COMPtON AND MOUNTEGLE. 

MOST fair ami vcrtuous Lady ! having often sought 
opportunity i by some good means, to make known to 
your Ladyship the hmrihlc affection and faithfid duft} 
•which f have aheays professed, and am hound to hear 
to that house from uhenceye spring, 1 have at length 
found occasion to remember the same, by making a 
simple present to you of thesy my idle labours; which 
having long sithens composed hi the raw conceit (f 
my youth, I lately, amongst other papers, lighted 
npou, and was by othei^ which liked the saine, moved 
to set them forth, Sv^e is the device, and the com^ 
position mean, yet carricth some delight ; even the ra^ 
ther because of the simplicity and meanness thus per- 
sonated, The same 1 beseech your Ladyship take in. 
good part, as a pledge tf that profession ichkh I 
hart made to you, until, with some other more xvorthy 
labour, 1 do redeem it out of your hands, and dis- 
charge my utmost duty. Till then, wishing your 
lyidyship all increase of honour aud happiness, I 
humbly take leave. 

Your Ladyships ever humbly. 


ED, SPEXSER. 
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It was tlie month in which the righteous maid, 

That for disdain of siiii'ul world's upbraid, 

Fled back to heaven, whence she was lirst conceived, 
Into her silver bower the sun received, 

And the hot Syrian dog on him awaiting, 5 

After the chafed lion's cruel baiting, 

Corrupted had tli’air with his uoisom breath, 

And pour'd on th' earth plague, pestilence, and death. 
Emongst the rest, a wicked malady 
Reign'd emongst fneii, that many did to die, 1() 
Depriv’d of sense and ordinary reason, 

That it to leeches seemed stratige and gcason. 

My fortune was ^mongst mairy others moc, 

To be partaker of their common woe, 

And my weak body set on fire with giicf, 15 

Was robb'd of rest and natural relief. 

In this ill plight there came to visit me 
Some friends, who*, sorry my sad case to see, 

Began to comfort me in chcarful wise, 

And means of gladsom soJacc to devi!ye ; 
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But seeing kindly Sleep refuse to do 
His oflice, and iny feeble eyes forgo, 

They sought my troubled sensi* how to deccave 
\Viih talk, that might unquiet fancies reave ; 

And silting all on scats about me round, 25 

Willi pleasant tales (hr for that idle stound) 

’I'ln y cast in course to waste the wv'ary hours : 
Some? told of ladies and their paramours ; 

Some of Iirave kivghts and their renowned squires; 
Some of the Fairies and their strange attires ; 00 

And some of giants hard to be believed ; 

'J’hat the delight thereof me nuich relieved. 

Amongst the rest a good old woman was, 

1 light Mother Huhberd, who did fur surpass 
'I'he rest in honest mirth, that seem'd her well : 35 
She, when her turn was come her tale to tell, 

'I’old of 11 strange adventure that betidecl 
BetwiNt the fox and th’apc, by him misguided, 

The which for that my sense it greatly pleased, 

All were my spirit licavy and diseased, 40 

I'll xM'ite in terms as she the same did say, 

So well as I her words remember may: 

No Muse’s aid me needs here-lo to call ; 

Base is the style, andanatter mean withal. 

Wbylom (said she) before the world was civil, 45 
The Fox and th' Ape,' disliking of their evil 
And hard estate, determined to seek 
Their fortunes far abroad, lyeke with his lycke ; 

For both were crafty, and unhappy witted; 

Two fellows might no where be better fitted, 50 
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The Fox, that first his cause of grief dirl find, 
’Gan first thus jdain his case with vvorils unkind, 
Neiglihour Ape, and my Gossip eke beside, 

(Both two sure bands in friendship to be tyM) 

To wlioin may 1 more trustely complain 
The evil plight that doth me sore constrain, 

And hope thereof to /ind due remedy ? 

IL'iir then my pain and inward agony. 

Thus many years I now have spent and worn 
In mean regard and basest fortune's scorn, 60 
Doing my country scr\ice as I might, 

No less, 1 dare say, than the proudest wight, 

7Vud still 1 hoped to be up ad\anccd 
For my good parts, but still it hath mischanced : 
Now therefore that no longer hope I see, 6*.'> 

But frowavd fortune still to follow me, 

And losels lifted high where I did look, 

I mean to turn the next leaf of llic 6ook ; 

Yet ere that any way I do betake, 

I mean my gossip privy first to make. 70 

Ah ! iny dear Gossip, (answer’d then the Ape) 
Deepl}^ do your sad words my wits uwhape, 

Bf)th for because your grief doth great appear. 

And eke bi-cause my self am»touchcd near; 

For I likewise have wasted much good time, 75 
Still waiting to preferment up to clime, 

Whilst others always have before mestept. 

And from my beard the fat away have swept, 

That now unto ilespair I ’gin to grow, . 

And mean for better wind about to ttrow ; 
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Therefore, to me, my trusty Friend, aread 
Th> counsel : two is belter than one head. 

Certcs (said he) I mean me to disgui^fc 
In some strange habit, after uncouth wize, 

Or like a pilgrim or a ly miter, 85 

Or like a gipscn or a juggeler, 

An<! so to wander to the worldcs end, 

To seek my fortune where I may it mend, 

For worse than that Lhave 1 cannot meet: 

Wide is the world 1 wote, and every street SO 

Is full of fortunes and adventures straunge, 
Continually subject unto chayngc. 

Say, my fair Brother, now, if this^device 
Do like you, or may you to look entice. 

Surely (said the Ape) it likes me wondrous well, 
And would ye not poor fellowship expell, S6 

My self would oft'er you t' accompany 
In this advcntifte’s chanceful jeopardy, 

For to wex old at home in idleness 
Is disudventrous, and quite fortuneless : 100 

Abroad where change is, good may gotten be. 

The Fox was glad, and quickly did agree; 

So both resolv'd tlic morrow next ensuing. 

So soon as day appearkl to peoples viewing. 

On their intended journey to proceed, 105 

And over night, what-so thereto did need, 

Each did prepare in readiness to be. 

The morrow next, so soon as one might see 
Light out of heaven's windows forth to look, 

Both their hayiliments unto them took, 
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And put themselves (a God’s name) on their way, 
When-as the Ape beginning well to wey 
This hard adventure, thus began t' advise. 

Now read, sir Reynold, as ye be right wise, 

>Vhat course ye ween is best for us to take, 1J5 
'i'hat for ourselves wc may a living make. 

'VVlicthcr shall we profess some trade or skill, 

Or shall we vary our device at will, 

Even as now occasion appears ? 

Or shall vre tic ourselves for certain years V^O 
To any service, or to any place ? 

For it behoves, .ere tl^at into the race 
M’c enter, to rcaf|fvc first hereupon. 

Now, surely, Brother, (said the Fox anon) 

Yci have this matter motioned in season ; 125 

l^ov every thing that is begun with reason 
^\'ill come by ready means unto his end. 

But things miscounsclled must noeds^miswend. 

Thus therefore I advise upon the case, 

'I’hat not to any certain trade or place, 130 

Nor any man wc should our selves apply ; 

For why should he that is at liberty 

Make himself bond ? sith then wc are free-born. 

Let us all servile base subjection scorn, 

And as wc be sons of the world so wide, 135 

Let us our father’s heritage divide, 

And challenge to our selves our portions dew, 

Of all the patrimony, which a few 
Now hold in hugger-mugger in their hand, 

And all the rest do rob of good and land •, , 140 
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For now a few have all, and all have nought, 

Yet all he brotliren ylike dearly bought : 

There is no right in this partilioii, 

Ne was it so by institution 

Ordained first, nc h}^ the law of Nature, 145 

But that she gave like blessing to each creature, 

As well as worldly livelode as of life, 

That there might be no diflerencc nor strife, 

Nor ought caliM mine or thine : thrice happy then 
Was the condition of -mortal men : 150 

That wa.s the Golden Age of Saturn old, 

But this might better be the \vorld of Gold; 

For without gold now nothing wiH|||)c got ; 

Therefore (if please you) this shall be our plot ; 

We will not be of any occupation, 155 

Let such vile vas.sals,'born to base vocation, 

Drudge in the world, and for their living droyle, 
Which have no wit to live withouten toyle ; 

But we will walk about the world at pleasure, 

Like two free-men, and make our ease our treasure, 
Frce-mcn some beggers call ; but tiiey be free, K) J 
And tiiey which call them so more beggers be : 

For they do swink and sweat to feed the other, 

Who live like lords of<hat which they do gather, 
And yet do never thank them for the same, iCj - 
But as their due by Nature do it dame. 

Such Avill wc fashion both ourselves to be, 

Lords of the world, and so will wander free 
Where-so us listeth, uncontroll-d of any : 

Hard is our hap if we (emongst so many) 
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Light not on some that may our state amend ; 
Silcloiu but some good cometh ere the end. 

WeJl seem’d the Ape to like this ordinaunce; 

Yet w(‘ll considering of the circnnistaiiiice, 

As pausing in great doubt awhile ho staid, 175 
And afterwards with grave advizement said ; 

I cannot, my lief Brother, like hut well 
The j)urpose of the complot which ye tell ; 

For well I wote (compar’d to all the rest 
Of each degree) that beggers’ life is best, ISO 
And they that think themselves the best of all, 
Oft-times to begging at-e content to fall : 

But this I wote \vithal, that we shall ronne 
Into great daunger, like to be undoimc, 

Wildly to wander thus in the world's eye, 18 J 

Withoiiten passport or good warrantye 5 

For fear lest we like rogues should be reputed. 

And for ear marked beasts abroad be bruted ; 
'riierefore 1 read that wc our counsels call, 

I low to prevent this mischief ere it fall, I90 

And how we may with most security, 

Beg amongst those that beggers do defy. 

Right well, dear Gossip, ye advised have, 

(Said then the Fox) but 1 thi% doubt will save ; 

For ere we fartlier pass, I will devize . lf )5 
A passport for us both in fittest wise, 

And by the names of soldiers us protect, 

That now is thought a civil begging sect. 

Be you the souldier for you likesl are 

For manly semblance and small skilfjn war; 1200 
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I will but wait on you, and as orcasion 
I'alls out, niy self fit for the same will fashion. 

The passport ended, both they forwi^rd went, 

The Ape clad souldicr-likc, fit for tli' intent, 

In a blue jacket, with a cross of rod, J205 

And many slits, as if that ho had shod 
Much blood through many wounds therein received, 
Which had the use of his right arm bereaved ; 

Upon his head an old Scotch cap he wore, 

"With a plume feather all to pcices tore ; 210 

His hreaclics wore made after the now cut, 

Al Portugese^ loose like an eir»|)ty gut, 

And his hose broken high abo\e the heeling, 

And his shooes bcatoii out with traveUng : 

But neither sword nor dagger he did bear; 215 
Seems that no foe’s revengement he did tear : 

In stead of them a hansom bat he held, 

On which he leaned, as one far in eld : 

Shame light on him that through so false illusion 
Doth turn the name of Souldiers to abusion, 220 
And that which is the noblest inysterie, 

Brings to reproach and common infamie. 

Long they thus travelled, yet never met 
Adventure which inigHt them a working s( 5 t; 

Yet many wa}s they sought, and many try’d, 225 
Yet for their purposes none fit espy'd. 

At last they chaunc/d to meet upon the way, 

A simple husbaml-raan in garments gray, 

Yet though his vestnie were but mean and base, 

A good yeoman he was, of honest place, 230 
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And more for thrift did care than for gay clothing: 

Gay without good is good heart's greatest loathing, 

'I’lie Fox him spying bade the Ape him dight 

To play liis part, for lo he was in sight 

"t'hat (if he err'd not) should them entertain, 235 

And yield them timely profit for their pain, 

Eftsoons the Ape himself 'gan to uprear, 

"And on his shoulders high his hat to bear, 

As if good service he were fit to do, 

But little thrift for him he did it to; 24*0 

A ml stoutly forward he his steps did strain, 

That like a handsoni iiwain it him became. 

When-as they nigh approached, that good man 
Seeing them w'andor loosely, first began 
T\mquirc, of cus^tom, what and whence they were? 
To whom the Ape, I am a Souldicrc, * 24*6’ 

That late in war have spent my dearest blood. 

And in long service lost both lintbs and good, 

And now constrain’d that trade to over-give, 

I driven am to seek some means to live ; 250 

Which might it you in pity please t’aftbrd, 

I would be ready both in deed and word, 

To do you faithful service all my days. 

Tins yron world (that slme Ytc weeping says) 

Brings down the stoutest hearts to lowest state ; 

For misery doth bravest minds abate, 256' 

And make them set;k for that they wont to scorn, 
Of fortune and of hope at once forlorn. 

I'he honest man, that heard him thus complain. 
Was griev’d, as he had felt part of hf& pain, 260 
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And, well dispos'd him some relief to show, 

Askt if ill Jiiishandry he ought did know ; 

To plough, to plant, to reap, to rake, to sow, 

To hedg, to ditch, to thresh, to thatch, to mow. 

Or to what labour »'lsc he was prepar’d ? 26 i”) 

For husband’s life is laboiirous and hard. 

When-as the Ape him licar so much to talk 
Of labour, that did from his liking balk. 

He would have slipt the coller handsomly, 

And to him said, Good Sir ! full glad am 1 270 

To take wliat pains may any living wight, 

But my late maimed limbs lacjv wonted might 
To <lo their kindly services as needctli ; 

Scarce this right hand the mouth with diet foedeth, 
So that it may no painful work endure, 27 •> 

Nc to strong labour can itself enure ; 

But if that any other place you have, 

Which asks small pains, hut thrifty ness to save, 

Or care to overlook, or thrust to gather. 

Ye may me trust as your own ghostly father, 280 
With that the husband-man 'gan him avize, 

That it for him was fittest exercise 
Cattle to keep, or grounds to oversee. 

And asked him if he ceuld vfilling be 

To keep his sheep, or to attend his swine, 285 

Of watch his mares, or take his charge, of kine ? 

Gladly (said lie) whatever such like pain 
Ye put on me, I will the same sustain ; 

But gladlicst I of your fleecy sheep 

(Might it you please) would take on me to keep ; 
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for ere that unto arms I me betook, 2^)1 

Unto my father's sheep 1 us'd to look, 

That yet the skill thereof 1 have not lost ; 

There-to right well this curdog, by my cost, 
(Meaning the Fox) will serve my sheep to gather, 
And drive to follow after their bel wether. 2i)(i 
The husband-man was meanly well content 
Tjryal to make of his endeavourment, 

And home him leading, lent to him. the charge 
Of all his flock, with liberty full large, 300 

Giving account of the annual increase. 

Both of their lambs and of their woolly fleece. 

Thus is this Ape become a shepherd swain, 

And the false Fox his dog ; God give them pain, 
For ere the year have half his course out-run, 30*5 
And do return from wj^ence he first begun, 

They shall him make an ill account of thrift. 

Now when-as time flying with winges swift, 
Expired had the term that these two javels 
Should render up a reckning of their travels 3 IQ 
Unto their master, which it of them sought. 
Exceedingly they troubled were in thought, 

Ne wist what answer unto him to frame. 

No how to escape great punishment or shame 
For their false treason and vile thievery ; 315 

For not a lamb of all their flocks supply 
Had they to shew, but ever as they bred 
They slew them, and upon their fleshes fed ; 

Fov that disguised dog lov'd bloo4to spill, 

And drew the wicked shepherd to iiis 
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So twixt them both they not a lamkin left, 

And when lambs fail'd, the old sheep's lives they reft; 
That how t' acquit themselves unto their lord 
Tiu^y were in doubt, and flatly set abord. 

The Fox then counserd th'Ape for to require 
Respite till morrow t’answer his desire ; 

For time's delay new hope of help still breeds. 

The good man granted, doubthig nought their deeds, 
And bade next day that all should ready be ; 

But they more subtil meaning bad than he ; 330 

For the next morrow's meed they closely ineiit, 

For fear of afterclaps, for^o prevent ; 

And that same evening, when all shrouded w'crc 
In careless sleep, they without care or fear 
Cruelly fell upon their flock in fold, 335 

And of them slew at plcasur%\\hat they wold j 
Of vvlikdi when as they feasted had their fill, 

For a full complement of all their ill, 

The^ stole away, and took their hasty flight, 

Carr/d in clouds of all concealing night. 340 
So was the husband -man left to his loss. 

And they unto their fortune’s change to toss. 

After which sort they wandered long while, 

Abusing many through their cloaked guilef 
That at the last they 'gan to be dcscry'd 345 

Of cveiy one, and* all their sleiglits espy'd. 

So as their begging now them failed quite. 

For none would give, but all men would them wite; 
Yet would they tajic no pains to get their living, 

But seek sonic other way to gain by giving; . 350 
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Much like to begging, bnl much bettor luimetl, 

For many beg which arc tiieroof ashamed. 

And now the Fox had gotten him a gown. 

And th’Apc a cas^ock side-long hanging down, 

For they their occupation meant to change, 355 
And now in otlior state abroad to range ; 

For since their soiildicr s pass no better sped, 

Ulicy forgM another, as for clciks book-rod : 

Who passing forth, as their adventures foil, 

Through man^ haj)s which needs not here to tell, 

At length chanc'd with a formal priest to meet, 
Whom they in civil manner first did greet, 

And after askt an alms for God's dear love. 

Tlie man straight-way his choler up did mo\o, 

And with reproachful terms 'gan them revile 365 
For following that tratje so base anti vile, 

And askt what licence or what pass they had ? 

Ah ! (said the Ajjc, as sighing wondrous sad) 

It's an hard case when men of good deserving 
INfust eithei driven be perforce to slerving, 370 
Or asked for their pass by every squib 
'I’hat list at will them to revile or snib; 

And yet (God wote) small odds 1 often see 
'Twixt them that ask and them Uiat asked be. 
Nath'less, because you shall not us misdeem, 37 $ 
But that we are as honest as wo^eem, 

Ye shall our pasport at your pleasure see, 

And then ye will (I hope) well moved be. 

Which when the priest beheld, ha view'd it nere, 

As if therein some text he studying werq, 380 
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But little else (God wotc) could thereof skill, 

For read be could not evidence nor will, 

Ne tell a written word, ne write a letter, 

Nc ijiake one tittle woi*sc, ne make one better : 

Of such deep learning little had he need, 385 
Nc yet of Latin, ne of Greek, that breed 
Doubts mongst divines, and dilTerence of texts, 

From whei^cc arise divirsity of sects, 

And hateful heresies, of God abliorid ; 

But this good Sir did follow the plain word, 3fl0 
Ne niedlcd with their controversies vain ; 

All his care was his service well to fain, 

And to. read homelies on holy-days ; 

When that was done, he might attend his plays : 

An easy life, and tit high God to please. 395 

He, having over-lookt their pass at ease, 

^Gan at the length them to rebuke again, 

That no good trade of life did entertain 
But lost their tiane in waiidring loose abroad. 

Seeing tlie world, in which they bootless boad, 400 
Hud ways cuow for all therein to live, 

Such grace did God unto his creatures give. 

Said then the Fox, Who hath the woi ld not tridc, 
From the right way full eath may wander wide ; 

We are but novices new c^mc abroad, 405 

We hu\e not yet tjic tract of any troad, 

Nor on us taken any state of life. 

But ready are of any to make prief : [proved, 

Therefore miglit pieuse you, winch the world have 
Us to devise*, which fottli but lately moved, ^ 410i 
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Of some good course, that we might undertake, 

Ye shall for ever us your bondmen make/ 

Tlie priest 'gan wex half proud to be so praid, 
And thereby willing to afford them aid ; 

It seems (said he) right well that ye be clerks, 41.5 
Roth by your witty words and by your werks : 

Is "not that name enough to make a living 
To hiin that hath a whit of Nature's giving ? 

How many honest men see ye arise 
.Daily thereby, and grow to goodly prize ? 420 

To deans, to archdeacons, to commissaries, . 

To lords, to principals, to prebendaries ? 

All jolly prelates, worthy rule to bear. 

Who ever them envie ; yet spight bites near : 

Why should ye doubt then but that ye likewise 
-Might unto some of those in time arise ? 42() 

fn the mean time to live in good estate, 

Loving that love, and hating those that hate, 

Being some honest curate, or some vicar, 

Content with little in condition sicker. 430 

Ah I but (said th* Ape) the charge is wondrous great, 
To feed mens souls, and hath an heavy threat. 

To feed mens souls (quoth he) i5 not in man, 

For they must feed themselves, do what we can ; 

W^e arc but charg'd to lay the meat before ; 435 

Eat they that list, we need to do no more. 

But God it is that feeds them with his grace. 

The bread of life pour’d down frotn hoaYenly place ; 
Therefore, said he, that with the budding rod 43^ 
Did rule the Jews, “ Ail he taught of God." . 
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That same hath Jesus Christ now to him rani;hf. 

By whom the flock is rightly fefl and taught ; 

He is the Shepherd, and the Priest is lie ; 

We but his shepherd swains ordain'd to bo : 
Therefore herewith do not your self dismay ; 44-5 

Nc is the pains so great but bear ye may ; 

Tor not so great as it was wont of yore 

Tl*s now adays, ne half so straight and sore: • 

They whylom used duly every day 
Their service and their holy things to say 450 
At morn and even, besides ♦their^anthems sweet, 
Their peny musses, and their complynes meet, 

Their dirges, their trentals, and their shrifts, 

Their memories, their singings, and their gifts : 

Now all these needless works are laid away ; 455 

Now once a week, upon the Sabbath-day, 

It is enough to do our small devotion, 

And then to follow any merry inoliom 
Ne arc we tycd to fast but when we list, 

No to wear garments base, of wollcn twist, 40*0 
But with the flnest silks us to aray, 

That before God we may appear more gay, 
Resembling Aaron'^s glory in his place ; 

For far unfit it is that persons base 
Should with vile clothes approach God's majestic, 
Whom no uncleanness may approchcii nic ;' 46(> 

^Or that all men which any master serve, 

Good garments for their service should deserve ; 
But he that serves the Lord of I Toasts most high, 
And that in highest place P approach him nigh. 
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And all tho people's prayers to present 47 1 

Before his throne, as on ambassage sent 
Both to and fro, should not deserve to wear 
A garment better than of wool or hair. 

Bcside> we may have lying by our sides 47*^ 

Our lovcl}'^ lasses, or bright shining brides: 

Wa be not tyde to wilful chastity. 

But have the gospel of free libert 3 \ 

By that he ended had his ghostly sermon, 

The Fox was well enduc’d to be a parson, 4S0 
And of the priest eftsoons 'gan to enquire 
How to a benefice he might aspire ? 

Alarry, there (said the priest) is art indeed ; 

INIuch good deep learning one thereout may reed ; 
For that the ground-work is and end of all, 483 
I Tow to obtain a beneficial. 

First, therefore, when ye have in handsom wise 
Your selves attired, as you can devise, 

'i’hen to some noble man }"onr self apply, 

Or Ollier great one in the worldes eye, 490 

That hath a zealous disposition 
To God, and so to his religion ; 

'riiore must thou fashion eke tv goodly zeale. 

Such as no carpers may contrayr reveale. 

For each thing fained ought more wary be; 493 
There thou must walk ih sober gravitie, 

And seem as saint-like as Saint Radegund; 

Fast much, pray oft, look lowl^ on the ground^ 

And unto every one do curtesie meek*. 

These looks (nought saying) do a benefice seek, 500 
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And he thou sure one not to lack ere long. 

But if thee list unto the Court to throng. 

And there to hunt after the hoped prey, 

Then must thou thee dispose another way; 

For theic thou needs must learn to laugh, to lyc, 

To face, to forge, to scoff to company, 50(5 

To crouch, to please, to be a beetle stock 
Of thy gicat master’s will, to scorn, to mock; 

So maist thou chance mock out a benefice, 
l^nless tliou canst one conjure by device, 510 
Or cast a figure for a bishoprick ; 

And if out? could, it were but a school-tiick. 

I’hcse be the ways by which without reward 
Livings in courts be gotten, though full hard ; 

For nothing there is done without a fee ; 515 

The courtier needs must recompenced be 
With a benevolence, or have in gage 
Tlie pi met ms of your parsonage : 

Seal re can a bishoprick forpass them by, 

But that It must be gelt in privity. 52o 

Do not thou, therefore, seek a living theie, 

But of more private persons seek elsewhere 
Whereas thou mayst compound a better peny, 

Ne let thy learning question'd be of any : 

For some good gentleman that hath the light 525 
Unto his church for to present a wight, 

S il cope with thee in reasonable wise, 
it if the living yeajrly do arise, 

To forty poun^, that then his youngest son 
^hali twentji^ase, and twenty thou hast won; 53d 
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" Thou hast it won, for it is of frank gift, 

And he will care for ail the rest to shift, 

Both that the bishop may admit of thee, 

And that therein thou maist maintained be* 

This is the way for one that is unlearned 535 

Living to get, and not to be discern'd ; 

• But they that are great clerks, have nearer ways, 
For learning-sake to living them to raise: 

Yet many eke of them (God wot) are driven 
T' accept a benefice in pieces riven, 540 

How sayst thou (Friepd) have I not well discoiirst 
Upon this common-place (though plain, not wourst) ? 
Better a short tale than a bad long shriving; 

Needs any more to learn to get a living? 

Now sure, and by my hallidom, (quoth he) 545 
Ye a great master are in your degree; 

Great thanks I yield you for your discipline. 

And do not doubt but duly to incline 
My wits thereto, as ye shall shortly hear. 

The priest him wish'd good ^pecd; and well to fare; 
So parted they as cither's way them led. 551 

But th' Ape and Fox e'er long so well them sped, 
Through the priest's wholesom coun^l lately taught, 
And through their own fair handling wisely wrought, 
That they a benefice ^twixt them obtained, 555 
And crafty Reynold was a priest Ordained, 

And th'Apc his Parish-Clark procur'd to be; 

Then made they revel-rout and goodly glee : 

But e'er long time had passed, they ^ ill 

Did order their affairs, that th' evil-will 560 
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Of all tlieir pari-^h’iicrs they had constrain'd, 

Who to the Oidinaiy of them complain'd, 

How fonll) they their otKcos abus'd, 

And them of crimes and heresies accusM, 

That PuiMvants he often for them sent; .OOVj 

But they ne^'lectiii" his commandement. 

So Ions: persisted obstinate and bold, 

'Fill at the length he published to hold 
A \'isita‘tion, and them cited thether; 

Then was high time their wits about to gether ; ^70 
What did they then but madc^a composition 
With their next neigh hour priest for light condition, 
To whom their Vuing they resigned quight 
For a few pence, and ran away by night. 

So passing through the country in disguise, 67^ 
They fled far otf, where none might them surpiizc, 
And after that long strayed here and there, 

Ttrougli every ficl<l and forest far and near, 

Yet never found occasion for theii tourn, 

But almost starv'd, did^much lament and mouin. 

At last they chanc'd to meet upon the way 5Sl 
The mule all deck'd in goodly rich ana}, 

With bells and bosses«that full loudly rung, 

And costly trappings that to grouml down hung: 
I.owly the} him salutotl in meek wise, ,585 

But he through pride and fatness *gan despise. 

Their meanness, scarce vouchsaf'd them to mpiitc: 
Whero<it the Fox, de<;p groiing in his spiite, 

Said, Ah ! Sir^Mulc, now blessed be th« day 
That 1 see }C{u so goodly and so gay 590 
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1 n your attiros, and eke your silken liytlo 
Tiird with round fle'^b, that e\cry bone doth hide; 
Seems that in Truitful pastimes yc do live, 

Or Fortune doth you secret favour give. 

Fvjolish Fox (said the Mule) thy wretched need 
Praise the thing that doth thy sorrow breed, 5 J)() 
For well I ween thou caiist not but envy ‘ 

My vvcalth, compar'd to thine own misery, 

That art so lean and meagre waxen late, 

Tliat scarce thy legs uphold thy feeble gate. 6 OO 
Ay me ! (said then the Fox) whom evil hap 
Unworthy in such wretchedness doth wrap, 

And make*' the scorn of other beasts to bo: 

But read (fair Sir! of grace) from whence come }e? 
Or what of lydings you abroad do hear? 605 

Ish'ws may perhaps some good iiuwccling bear. 

From ro} al court I lately came (said lie) 

Where all the bravery that eye may see, 

And all the liappiness that heart desire, 

Is to be found : he nothin^can admire 61 O 

Ihat hath not seen that heaven's pourtractiire; 

But tydings theic is none, I you assure, 

Save that which common isj and known to all, 

That courtiers, as the tide, d^ rise and fall. 

But tell us (said the Ape) we do you pra}’', 6l5 

Who now in court doth bear the greatest sway ? 
That if such fortune do to us befall, 

Wg may seek favour of the best of all. 

Marry (said he) the highest novv^n giaco. 

Be the wild beasts that swdftcst are ill chace, >620 
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For in their speedy course and nimble flight 
The lion now doth take the most delight, 

But chiefly joys on foot them to' behold, 

Encliaste with chain and circulet of gold; 

So wild a beast so tame ytaught to be, 625 

And buxom to his bands, is joy to see ; 

So well his golden circlet him bescemeth, 

But his late chain his liege unmeet estocmcth, 

For so brave beasts he loveth best to see 

In the wild forest raunging fresh and free : 6S0 

Therefore if fortune thee in court to live, 

In case thou ever there will hope to thrive, 

To some of these thou must thy self apply, 

Else as a thistle-down in th'air doth fly, 

So vainly shalt thou to and fro be tost, 635 

And lose thy labour and thy fruitless cost. : 

And yet full few that follow them I see 
For vertuc's bare regard advaunced be,- 
'But cither for some gainful benefit, 

Or that they may for th^ own turns be fit; 640 
Nathless, perhaps, ye things may handle so, 

That ye may better thrive than thousands moe. 

But (said the Ape) hew shall we first come in. 
That after we may fav||pr seek to win ? 

How else (said he) but with a good bold face, 6-1 j 
And with big words, and with a stately pace, 

That men may think of you in general, 
lliat to be in you which is not at all : 

For not by that ivhich is the world now deemeth, 
^i^s'it was wont) but by that same that seemeth: 
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Ne do I doubt but thkt ye well can fashion 651 
Your selves therto according to occasion: 

So fare ye well, good courtiers may ye be; 

So proudly neighing, from them parted he. 

Then 'gan this crafty couple to devize 65$ 
How for the court themselves they might agize, 

For thither they themselves meant to address. 

In hope to £nd their happier success : 

So well they shifted, that the Ape anon 
Himself had clqathed like a gentleman, 660 

And the sly Fox, as like to be his groome, 

That to the court in speedy sort they come ; 

Where the fond ApeTiimself uprearing high 
Upon his tiptoes, stalketh stately by. 

As if he were some great Magnifico, 665 

And boldly doth amongst the boldest go ; 

And his man Reynold, with fine counlcrfcsauncc, 
Supports his credit and his countenaunce,^ 

Then 'gan the courtiers gaze on every side, 

And stare on him with big looks basen wide, 670 
Wondring what mister wight he was, and whence, 
For he was clad in strange' accoustrements, 
Fashion’d with queint devises, never seen 
In court before, yet there all fashions been ; 

Yet he them in newfanglencss did pass : 6/5 

But his behaviour altogether, was 
Al/a turchc&ca^ much the more admir’d. 

And his looks loftie, as if he aspir’d 
To dignity, and ’sdeign’d the low degree, 

That all which did such strangeness'in him see, CSO 
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By secret means ^gan of his state enquire, 

And privily liis servant thereto hire, 

Who, throughly armhl. against such coverture, 
Reported unto all that he sure 
A noble gentleman of high regard, 685 

^Vhich tliroiigh the world had with long travel far'd, 
And seen the. manners of all beasts on ground, 

Now here arriv’d, to see if like he found. 

Thus did the Ape at tirst him credit gain, 

Which afterwards "he wisely did maintain 69 O 

Will gallant shov/, and daily more augment 
Through ids fine feats and courtly complement ; 

For he could play, and dance, and vaute, and spring, 
And all that else pertains to revelling, 

Only through kindly aptness of lijs joints : GQS 

Besides, he could do many other poinft, 

Tiie which in court him served to good stead ; 

For he ’mpngst ladies could their fortunes read 
Out of their IuukU, and merry leasings tell, 

And juggle linely, that became him well : 700 

But he so light was at lege r- domain, 

That what lie loucl/d came not to light again : 

Yet would he laugh it out, and proudly look, 

And tell them that they greatly him mistook: 

So would be scoff them out with mockery, 705 
For he therein had great felicity, 

And with sharp quips joy’d others to deface, 
Thinking that their disgracing did him grace; 

So whilst that other lilje vain wits he pleased, 

And made to laifgh, his heart was greatly eased* 710 
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But the right gentle mind would bite his lip, 

To hear the javel so good iiicii to nip ; 

Tor though the vulgar yield an open ear, 

And common courtiers love to gybe and dear 
At every thing which they hear spoken ill, 715 
And the best speeches with ill-mcdning spill, 

Yet the brave courtier, in whose beauteous thought 
Regard of honour harbours more than ought, 

Doth loath such base condition, to backbite 
Any's good name for envy or despite ; 720 

lie stands on terms of honourable mind, 

Nc will be carried witli the common wind 
Of court’s inconstant mutability, 

Ne after every latling fable tly. 

But hears and sees the follies of the rest, 725 
And thereof ^iithci's for himself the best : 

He will not creep, nor crouch with fained face, • 
But walks upright with comely stedfast pace, 

And unto all doth yield due courresie, 

But not with kissed hand below the knee, 730 
As that same apisii crue is wont to do. 

For he disdains himself t'embase thereto : 

He hates foul leasings 'and vile dattery, 

Two filil.y blots in noble gen^ery ; 

And loulhuil i,ilctiess he tioili detest, 735 

The cankoi-worm of every gentle brest ; 

’I’he which to banish with fair exercise 
Of kfi-ghtly feats he daily doth devise ; 

Now meuauh g the imniths of stubborn steeds, 

Now practising the proof oY warlike* deeds ; 740 
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Now his blight aims assaying, now his spear, 

Now the nigh -.limed iing away to bear; 

At oHier limes he casts to sue the cliace 
Of swift wild boasts, or ion on foot a race, [ful) 
T'cuhiige his hiorith, (largo brcathin arms mostufoii- 
Oi else b^ wicstling to wc\ stioiig and htedfol ; T iG 
Or his ^titf arms to stietch with cughcn bow. 

And many kgs still passing to and fio, 

Without a gowned beast him last beside, 

A \am ensaniiilc of the Peisitin pndo, 7 oO 

Who after he had won th^Assyiian loo, 

Did over aftei scoin on foot to go. 

Thus when tins touitl> gcntlotiuiu xsith toil 
llimselt had weaned, he doth nioil 
Unto his rest, and tliOic w:th swtit delight 7 
Ot musick’s) skill his toiled ^piiglit, 

Oi else with loves and ladies gentle spoil-, 

The joy of >outh, himself he letomloits ; 

Or, lastly, when the body list to pause. 

Ills mind unto the Muses he willuhaws ; 700 

Sweet l>ad^ Muses! ladiisof delight, 

Delights ol life, and oinanunts ol light. 

A\ ith whom he close confei& with wisi discouisc 
Ot NatuuS woiks, ot tieaveu's conimual eouise, 

Oi foKigulan of people ditfeiLiit, ytu 

Ot kiugdoms'^chango, ot duels go\eiuineut, 

Ot drendlul battaiU of unowned knights, 

With whuli he kmdleth lus ambitious spiights 
7'o like desiie ami praise ^if iiobie*tanie, 

The only upsliot wheie-to bo doth aim ; 770 
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For all mind ott honoXir fixed is, 

To which he leVcls all hfv purposes, 

And in hij* ptiuce^S'^rvicc spends his days, 

Kot so much for'to gAin, or for lo raise 
Himself to high degree, as for his gnicc, 77 

And in his liking lo win worthy place, 

'rhrough due dcsorts and comely carriage, 

Iii*w'hatso please cmplo3 his personage, 

Ihat may be matter met^t to gain him praise; 

For he is fit to use in all assa^x, , 780 

Whether for arms and warlike amonance. 

Or else for ivise and ci\il^o\ornam*e; 

For he is practufi'd well in policy, 

And thereto doth hi courting most apply; 

To learn the enterdeale of princes strange, 7B > 
To maik th* intent of counsels, and the change 
Of stales, and eke of private men some-while, 
Supplanted by fine falshood and fair guile ; 

Of all the which he gathereth i>bat is fit 
enrich the storehouse of his powerful wit, 

Wliich through wise speeches and grave confercnc<* 
He daily ekes, and brings to excellence. 

Such is the rightful courtier in his kind ; 

But unto such the Ape lent not his mind 

Such were for him no fit companions, 7^4 

Suph would discry Ins loud conditions ; 

Butihq )oungd«bty gallant-y he did cho'^ 

To follow, meet to whom he might disclose 
Hiii witless pleasance'and Hl-pleasing vein. 

A thousand ‘ways he ^^licm^ could entertaip, ' gOO 
\OU Vi/ / ' ' . w • ' 
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With all the thriftless games that may be fouini, 
With mumming and with masking all around, 

With dice, with cards, with halliards far unfit, 

With shuttlecocks, mis-seeming manly wit. 

With courlizans and costly riotize, B05 

Whereof still somewhat to his share did rizc ; 

Ne them to ploasuvc, would he someUm('S scorn 
A pandar’s coat ; (so basely was he born) 

Thcrc-to he could fine loving verses frame, 

And play the jmet oft. But, ah! for diame, 810 
liot not sweet poets praise, whose only pride 
Is vertue to advance, and \ice deride, 

Be with the work of losels' wit defameil, 

Nc let such verses poetry be named : 

Yet he the natne on him would rashly take, Slo 
Maiigre the sacied Muses, and it make 
A servant to the vile alVcction 
l)f such as he depended most upon. 

And with the siigiy sweei thereof allure 
haste ladies' ears to fantasies impure. 8*20 

To such delights tin? noble wits be led 
Which him reliev'd, and their vain humours fed 
With fruitless follies and unscuind delights j 
But if perhaps into their noble sprights 
Desire of honour or brave thought of arms 
Did ever creep, thtm with his wicked charms 
And strong conceits he would it drive away, 

Nc sulfer it to house there half a day : 

And when-so love of letters did inspire 
Their gentkSvits, and kindle wise desire, 
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I’liat chiefly doth each noble mind adorn, 

Then he would scoff at learning, and okc scorn 
Tiie sectaries thereof, -as people base. 

And simple men, which never came in place 
Of world’s affairs, but in dark corners niovvM, 83 j 
Mutter’d of matters as their books them skew’d, 

Ne other knowledge ever did attain, 

But with their gowns their gravity maintain. 

From them he v/ould his impudent lewd spcacli 
Against God’s holy ministers oft reach, 840 

And mock divines a)id their profession : 

What else tluMi did he by progression 

But mrK'k high God himself, whom they profess? 

But what caiM he for God or godliness ? 

Ad his care was himself how to advance, 845 
And to upliold his courtly countenance 
l\y all the cunning means he could devise ; 

Wtnc it by honest ways or otherwise, 

He, made small choice ; yet sure his honesty 
<ir.t him small gains, but shamedess flattery, 850 
And filthy brocage, and unseemly shifts, 

And borrow base, and some good ladies’ gifts ; 

But the best help w'hich chiefly him sustain’d, 

Was his man Reynold's purchase which he gain'd ; 
For he was school’d by kind in all the skill 855 
Of close conveyance, and each practice ill 
Of cousinage and cleanly knavery, 

Which oft maintain'd his master’s bravery. 

Besides, he us'd another >lippery sleight, 

In taking on himself in common sight ♦ 


S60 
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False personages, fit foi c\ci^ sted, 

With which he thousinds cleanly coosined , 

Now like a mei chant, mei chants to deceavc, 

With whom his credit lit did often lea\e 

In gagi foi his ga} master’s hopeless det ; hOa 

Now like a law^ci, when he land would let, 

Or sell fee-simpks in his master's name, 

Whicli he had never, nor ought like the same, 

'I hen would he be a biokei, and draw in 
Roth waies and money, by exchange to win ; 870 

'J lion would he seem a iarmer, that would sell 
R irgains of woods which did lately tell, 

Oi corn, or cattle, oi such other ware, 

J here -by to coosin men not well awajie ; 

Of all the which there came a scciet fee 875 
'lo th'Ape, that he his countenance might be. 
Rc|idcs all this, he us’d oft to beguile 
P<M||||sutcr$ that in court did haunt some while ; 
Forne would Icain then business secretly, • 

And then iiitorm his master hastily , 880 

That he by means might east them to prevent, 

And beg the sute the which the othei nicnt : 

Oi othei wise, false Reynold would abuse 

The simple suter, and wish him to chuse 

His master, being one of gicat regal d 885 

In couit, to compass any sut^ not hard, 

la case his pains wcie lecompenc'd with icason ; 

So would he work the silly man by treason 
lo buy ids master's frivolous good-will, 

1 hat had tint powei to do him good 6r ill. 890 
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So pitiful a thing is suter's state ! 

Most miserable man ! whom wicked Fate 
Hath brought to court to sue for had yvvist. 

That few lia\e found, and many one hath mist; 

Full little knowest thou that hast not tnde, 895 
What hell it is in suing long to bide ; 

To lose good days that might be better spent, 

To waste long nights in pensive discontent ; 

To speed to-day, to be put back to-morrow ; 

To feed on hope, to pine with fear and sorrow ; 900 
'I'o have thy princes grace, yet want her peers ; 

To have thy asking, ^et^wait many years ; 

To fret thy soul with crosses and with cares : 

To cat (hy heart tlirough comfortless despairs ; 

To fawn, to crouch, to wait, to ride, to ronne, 905 
To spend, to give, to want, to be undonne. 

Unhappy wight, born to disastrous end, 

That doth his life in so long tendance spend. 
Who-cver leaves sweet home, where mean estate 
In safe assurance, without strife or hate, 9 10 

Finds all things needful for contentment meek, 

And will to court for shadows vain to seek, 

Or hope to gam, himself a daw will try ; 

That curse God send unto mine enemy : 

For none but such as this bold Aj>e un blest 915 

Can ever thrive in that unlucky quest, 

Or such as have a Reynold to his man, 

That by his shifts his master furnish can. 

But yet this I^ox could not so closely hide 
His crafty featS; hut that they were disscride 


920 
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At length, by buch as sate in Justice* seat, 

Who for the same him foul!} did cnticat, 

And ha\ing ^volthli} him punished, 

Out of the couit for c\ci banished. 

And now the Ape wanting his huikstei-inan, §25 
That wont provide his necessaries, 'gaii 
To glow into great lack, nc could up-hold 
His countenance in those his gaiments old ; 

Nc new ones could he easily pio\ide, 

Though all men him uncased 'gan dciidc, 930 
Like as a puppet placed in a play, 

Whose pai t once past, all men bid take awa} , 

So that he diiven was to great disticss, 

And shortly brought to hopelesse wretchedness.*' 
Then closely as lie might he cast to leave 935 
The coiut, not asking any pass or leave, 

But ran away in his rent rags by night, 

Ne ever staid in place, ne spake to wight, 

Till that the Fox his copismate he had found, 

To whom complaining his unhappy stound, gJO 
At last again with him in tiavel joinM, 

And with him far’d, some better chance to find : 

So m the world long time they wandered. 

And mickle want and hardness suifeied. 

That them repented much so foolishly 945 

To come so far to seek foi misery, 

And leave tlie sweetness of contented home, 

Though eating hips, and drinking watry fome. 

Thus as they them complained to and fro, 

WhiFst throuj^ the forest rechless they did go, 950 
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I o, wheic tlic} spide how in a gloomy glade 
3 he lion sleeping lay in secret shade, 

Ills ciovin and sccptei l3]nghim beside, 

And ha\ing deft lor heat his<drcadlitl hide; 

Which when they saw, the Ape was soie aft aid, 955 
And would have fled, with tcrioi all disinaid ; 

But him the Fox with haid> words did stay, 

And bad him put all cowarduc away, 

J oi now was lime (il cvei they would hope) 

*] o aim their counsels to the faiiest scope, 960 
And them tor ever highly to advaunce, 

In case the good which «their own happy chaunco 
Them ficcl^ offred they would wisely take 

Scaice could the Ape 30! speak, so did he quake, 
Yet as he could he askt liow good might grow 9^5 
Whole nought but dicad and death do seem m show P 
Now (said he) whiles the hon slecpeth sound, 
Alay we his crown and mace take from the giound. 
And eke his skin, the terioi of the wood, 

\\ licre-with we may ourselves (if we think good) 97O 
Make kings of beasts, and lords of fotrests all, 
Subject unto that power imperial. 

Ah » but (said th' Ape) who is so bold a wretch 
That dare his hardy hand to tbo<*6 out-stretch, 
When as he knows his meed, if he he spide, 97J 

I’o be a thousand deaths, and »baine beside ? 

I ond Ape (said then the Fox) into whose brest 
Never crept thought of honour nor biave gest, 

Who will not venture life a king to be, 

And ratb^i lule and raign in 50ierai|;D see, 98O 
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Than dwell in dust inglorious and base, 

Whore none shall name the number of his place ? 
One joj ous houi m blissful happiness 
I chuse before a life of wietchedncss : 

Be therefore counselled herein by me, 985 

And shake off this vile-hcaited cowardee. 

If he awake, yet is not death the next, 

For we may colour it with some pretext 
Of this or that, that may excuse the crime ; 

Else wc may % ; thou to a tree ma]^st clime, 990 
And I creep under ground ; both from his reach : 
Therefore be rul'd to do as, I do teach. 

The Ape, that earst did nought but chill and quak(‘, 
Now ^gan some courage unto him to take, 

And was content to attempt that enterprise, 99‘'* 
Tickled with glory and rash co\etise ; 

But first 'gan question whether should. assay 
'Ihose royal ornaments to steal away. 

Marry that shall yourself, (quoth he thereto) 

For be fine and nimble it to do : 1000 

Of all the beasts which m the foi rests be, 

Is not a fitter for his turn than ye ; 

'fherefore, mine own dear Brother! take good hart, 
And e\cr think a kii^dom is your patt. 

Loth was the Ape (though praised) to adventure 
Yet faintly 'gan into his work to enter, 1006' 

Afraid of every leaf that stirFd him by, 

And every stick that underneath did he : 

Upon his tiptoes nicely he up went, 

For making itoise^ and still his ear ho lent 


10X0 
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To every sound that under heaven blew : 

Now vent, nowstept, now crept, now backward di*cw, 
That it good bport had been him to have ey’d : 

Vet at the last (so well he hiinapply^d) 

Through his line handling and his cleanly play, 

He all those royal signs had stolen away, 101 6 

-And villi the Fox's help them borne aside 
* Into a secret corner unespide ; 

Whither whenas they came they fell at words, 
Whether of them should be the lord of lords ? 1020 
For th'Ape was strifefuU and ambicious, 

And the Fox guileful^ and most covetous, 

That neither pleased was to have the rein 
Twixt them divided into even twain, 

But either (algates) would be lords alone; 1025 
For love and lordship bide no paragone* 

1 am most worthy (said the Ape) sith I 
For it did put my life iu jeopardy ; 

Therc-to I am in person and in stature 

Most like a man, the lord of every creatuic, 1030 

So that it scemeth 1 was made to raign, 

And born to be a kingly soveruign. 

Nay, (said the Fox) Sir Ape, you are astray ; 

For though to steal the dtadam away 

Were the work of your nimble hand, yet I 1035 

Did first devise the plot by policy, 

So that it wholly springeth from my wit, 

For which also I claim tuy self more fit 

'rhau you to rule ; for government of state 

Will without wisdom soon be ruinate.: 1040 
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And whore yo claim your self foi outwaid shape 
Most like a man, man is not like an 
In his chief parts, that is, m wit and spiiit. 

But I therein most like to him do ment, 

1 or m} sly wylcs and subtill cialtincss, J045 

The title ot the kingdom to possess. 

Nath’Jcss (ray Biothqr) since we passed aie 
Unto this point, we will appease oui jai. 

And I with leason meet will rest content, 

That } c shall have both crown and govci iiment, 10 >0 
Upon condition that ye luled be 
In all affans, and councelled by me, 

And that "^e let none other wei draw 
\ out mind from me, but keep this as a law> 

And heicupon an oath unto me plight, 1055 

The Ape was glad to end the strife so light, 

And thdt-to swoie , foi who would not oit swear, 
And oft unsweai, a diadem to bear ? 

Then ficely up those royal spoils he took, 

Yu at the lion’s skin he inly quook, 1060 

But it dissembled, and upon bis head 

The cjowii, and on his back the skin, he did, 

And the false fox he helped to aiiay : 

Then when he was alMight, he took his way 
Into the foirest, that he might be seen 1065 

Of the wild beasts in his new glory sheen. 

There the two first whom he encoumicd weie 
The sheep and th^ass, who striken both with fcai 
At sight of him, 'gan fast away to fly ; 

But unto thcnvthe Tox aloud did cry^, 1070 
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And in the king’s name bade them both to stay, 
Upon the pain that thereof follow may. 

Hardly nath'lcss were they restrained so, 

Till that the Fox forth toward them did go, 

And there dissuaded them from needless fear, 1075 
For that the king did favour to them bear, 

And therefore dread less bade them come to court, 
*For no wild boastsshould do them any torte 
There or abroad, no would his majesty 
Use them but well, wdth gracious clemency, 1080 
As whom he knew to him both fast and true ; 

So he persuaded thom^with homage due 
Themselves to humble to the Ape prostrate, 

Who gently to them bowing in his gate, 

Received them with chearful entertain. 1085 

Thence, forth proceeding with his princely train, 
He shortly met the tyger and the boar, 

Which with the simple camel raged sore 
In bitter words, seeking to take occasion 
Upon his fleshy corps to make invasion ; 1090 

But soon as they thi» raock-king did espy, 

Their troublous strife they stinted by and by, 
Thinking indeed that it the lion was. 

He then, to prove whether hi9»powcr would pass 
As current, sent the Fox to them straightway, 1095 
Commanding them their causa of strife bewray. 

And if that wrong on either side there were. 

That he should warn the wronger to appear 
The morrow next at court it to defend, 

In the mean time upon the king t’ attend. ilOO 
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The subtile Fox so ^ell his message said, 

That the pioud boasts him readily obc\M; 

'Whereby the Ape, iu wondrou'* stomach wox, 
btrongly encourag'd by the ciafty Fox, 

That king indeed himself he shortly thought, 1 105 
And all the beasts him feaied as they ought, 

And followed unto his palace hic, 

Whci«‘ taking congee, each one by and b}’ 

Departed to his home in dreadful awe, 

Full of the feared sight which late they saw. 1110 

The Ape thus seized of the regal throne, 

Eftsoons, by counsel of the Fox alone, 

'Gan to. provide for all things in assuiance. 

That so his rule might longer have endurance. 

First to his gate he 'pointed a strong guard, I U5 
lliat none might enter but with issue hard ; 

Then for the safeguard of his personage, 

He did appoint a warlike equipage 
Of toiraign beasts, not in the forrest bred. 

But part by land and part by water fed ; 1 liJO 

For tyranny is with stiange ayd suppoited. 

'Then unto him all monstrous beasts icsorted, 

Bred of two kinds, as griffons, minotaures. 
Crocodiles, dragons, beavers, and centaures: ^ 
With those himself he strengthened mightily, U25 
That fear he need no force of enemy : 

Then 'gan he rple and tyrannize at will, 

Like as the Fox did guide his graceless skill, 

And all wild beasts made vassals of his pleasures, 
And with their spoils enlarg'd bis private treasures* 
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No care of justice, nor no rule of reason, 1131 
No lemperanco, nor no regard of season, 

Did thenceforth o\or enter in his mind ; 

Bill cruelty, the sign of currish kiiul. 

And 'stiainful pride and wilful arrogaunce : 1 135 

Such iollows those whom fortune doth advaunce : 
But the false Fox most kindly plaid his pai t, 

For whatsoever mother-wit or art 

Could work, ho put in proof ; no practice sly, 

No counterpoint of cunning policy, 1140 

No reach, no breach, that might him profit bring, 
But he the same did to his purpose wiing. 

Nought sullied he the Ape to give or graunt, 

But through his hand alone must pass the fiaunt. 

All offices, all leases, by him lept, 1145 

And of them all what-so be lik’d he kept, 

Justice he sold, injustice for to buy, 

And for to purchace for hi'^ progeny, 

111 might it prosper that ill gotten was ; 

But so he got it little did he pas<3. 1150 

He fed his cubs with fat of all the soil, 

And with the sw’cet of other's’ sweating toil ; 

He crammed them with cruins and benefices, 

And fill'd their mouths with ffieeds of malefices ; 

He cloathed them with all colours, sa\e white, 1 155 
And loaded them with lordships and with might, 

So mach as the^ were able well to bear. 

That with tlie weight their backs nigh broken were ; 
He chaffred chairs in which churchmen were set, 
Arid breach of laws to privy farm did let. lifiO 
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No statute so established might bo, 

Noi ordinance so needful, but that he 
Would violate, though not \Mth \ioknce, 

\ et under colour of the < onlidonce 

The which the Ape leposM in him alone, 3 165 

And leckncd him the kingdom’b coi nei -stone . 

And evci when he ought would bung to pass, 

His long cxpeiience the platfoim was; 

And when he ought not pleasing would put by , 

1 he cloke was care of tluitt and husbandly, 1 170 
loi to cncrcaso the common ticasuie\ stoie; 

But his own treasure be encicised mote, 

And lifted up his lofty towr(> thereby, 

7 hat they began to tliieat the neighbour sky. 

The whiles the princess palaces fell fast 1175 

To 1 uin , (for what thing can er t >) 

And whilst the otlier peers foi poverty 
Were forc*t then ancient houses to let lie. 

And then old castles to the ground to fall, 

Which then forefatheis, famous over all, llSO 
Had founded for the kmgtlom's ornament, 

And for then niemones' long moniment. 

But he no count made of nobility, 

Nor the wild beasts whom arms did glorify, 1184 
The lealm's chief strength gnd girlond of the crown; 
All these, through faitfed cilmes, he thiust adown, 
Ot made them dwell in daikness of disgrace^ 

For none but whom he bst might eomo m pkce. 

Of men of arms he had but small regard, 

But kept themvlow, and stieightned very hard ; 
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For raen of learning little he esteemed ; II 9 I 

His wisdom he above their learning deemed. 

As for the rascal commons, least he cared, 

For not so common was his bounty shared ; 

Let God, (said he) if please, care for the many, 

1 for myself must care before else any. 1 196 

So did he good to none, to many ill, 

So did he all the kingdom rob and pill. 

Yet none durst speak, nor none durst of him plain, 
So great he was in grace, and rich through gain: 

Nc would he an> let to have across 1201 

Unto the prince but 1^’ his own address ; 

For all that else did come were sure to fail; 

Yet would he further none but for a\ail : 

For on a time the sheep, to whom of ^ore 1205 

The Fox had promised of friendship store, 

What time the Ape the kingdom first did gain, 
Came to the court her case there to complain. 

How that the wolf, her mortal enemy. 

Had sithence slain her lamb most cruelly, 1210 
And therefore crav'd to come unto the king, 

To let him know the oilier of the thing. 

Soft, Goody Sheep, (then said the Fox) not so ; 
Unto the king so rash ye may not go ; 
lie is with greater matter busied 1215 

Than a lamb, or ’the Iambus cavn mother’s hed ; 

Ne ceites may 1 take ti well in part 
That ye my cousin wolf so foully thwart, 

And seek v/ith slander his good name to blot ; 

For there cause else do it he wo?rld not ; 1220 
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Therefore surcease, good Dame, and hence depart; 
So went the bhcep away with h^avy heart; 

So many inoe, so e\ory one was used, 

That to give largely to the box refused. 

Now when high Jove, in whose almighty hand 
The care ol kings and po%ver of empires stand, 1256 
Sitting one day A\itlnn his tuiret hie, 

From whence he views with his black-lidded eye, 
What-so the heaven in his wide \ault contains, 

And all that m the deepc-bt earth icmains, 1230 
And trouLled kingd<|^»f wild beasts beheld, 

AVhom not their kindh ^oseroign did weld, 

But an usurping Ajw with gmlc suborn'd, 


Had all subveist, he sdeignfully it scorn'd 

heart, and haidly did refrain, 3 

or bolts he had him slain, 
to bell, his duest mel^d ; 
Butjhipi ^ dreadful deed 

chose with scornful shame 
brutibh name 1 


mvcT after any 
race be void eif in&my ; 

J h afeh tslfelso counsellor, th4 ^Sm of ali» 

^^pamn to death, or dole ^ e^Aia!, ' 

From ,wrhence,l^iipver should hi ijultlbor staled. 
Porth-witji he Mercury unto him caird, 1246 
Am bade*htm Ay with never-resting speed 
Unto the fari’est, where wild beasts do breed> 


And there enquiries privily, to learn 
What did of lataa ch^uc^ Wtlm Bon stearUi ^ 
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That he rul'd not the empire as he ought ? 

And whence were all those plaints unto him brought. 
Of wrongs and spoils by salvage beasts committed ? 
Which done, he bade the lion be remitted 
Into his scat, and those same treachours vile 1255 
Be punished for their presumptuous guile. 

The son of JMaia, soon as he receiv'd 

That word, straight with his azure wings he clcav'd 

The liquid clouds and lucid drmament, 

jNc staid till that he came with steep descent 12t)<) 

Unto the place where his prescript did*show ; 

There stouping, like an yrow from a bow. 

He soft arrhctl on the grassie plain, 

And fairly paced forth \Mth easy pain, 

Till that unto the palace nigh he came ; 1265 

Then *gan he to himself new shape to frame, 

And that fair face, and that ambrosial hue, 

Which w onts to deck the gods' immortal creu , 

And beaulifie the shiny iinnament. 

He doft, unfit for that rude rabblement. 12/0 

So standing by the gates in strange disguize, 
lie 'gan iiu(uire of some, in secret wize, 

Both of the king and of his government, 

And of the Fox, and his false blmidisbmeni ; 

And evermore ho* heard each one complain 1275 
Of foul abuses both in realm amkralgn ; 

Which yet to prove more true, he meant to sec, 

And an eye-witness of each thing to be : 

Tho' on hi3 head his dreadful hat he dight, 

AYhicli maketh him invisible to sight, , 1230 

VOL. ri, I 
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Ami mockcth the eyes of all the lookers on, 

Making them think it but a vision. 

Thro' power of that he runs thro’ enemies swerds ; 
Through power of that he passeth through the herds 
Of ravenous wild beasts, and doth beguile 1285 
Their greedy mouths of the expected spoil ; 

Through power of that ins cunning thieveries 
lie wonts to work, that none the same espies ; 

And through the power of that he putteth on 
What shape he list in apparition. V 290 

That on his head he wore, and in his hand 
J le took caduceus, his snak|/ wand, 

"With wliich the damned ghosts he governeth, 

And furies rules, and Tartaro tempereth ; 

With that he causeth sleep to seize the eyes, 1295 
And fear the hearts of all his enemies ; 

And when him list, an universal night 
Throughout the world he makes pn every wight, 

As when his sire with Alcumena lay, 

Tlius dight, into the court he took his way, 1300 
Both through the gard, Avhich never him descride. 
And through the watchmen, who him never spide: 
I’hcncc forth he past into each secret part. 

Whereas he saw (that sorely griev'd his hart) 

Each place abounding with foul inj'urics, 1305 
And fill'd with trcashire rack'd with robberies ; 

Each place defil'd with blood of guiltless beasts, 
Which had been slain to serve the Ape's bchcasts 
, Gluttony, malice, pride, and covetize, 

And lawlesness raigning with riotize ; 1310- 
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Besides the infinite extortions 

Done through the Fox^s great oppressions. 

That the complaints thereof could not be told : 
Which when he did with loathful eyes behold, 

He would no more endure, but came his way, 131 o 
And cast to seek the lion where he may, 

That he might work th’avengemcnt for his shame, 
On those two caitives which had bled him blame ; 
And seeking all the forrest busily, 

. At last he found where sleeping he did lie. 13'2o 
The wicked weed, which there the Fox did lay, 
From underneath his head he took away, 

And then him waking, forced up to rise, 

The lion, looking up, ’gan him avize, 

As one late in a trance, w’iiat hud of long 1325 
Become of him, for fantasie is strong. 

Arise, (said Mercury) thou sluggish beast, 

That here liest sensless, like the corpse deccast, 

The whilst thy kingdom from thy head is rent, 

And thy throne royal with dishonour blent ; 1 330 

Arise, and do thy self redeem from shame, 

And be aveng’d on those that breed tby blame. 
Thcre-at ciu’oged, soon he ^gan up-start, 

Grinding his teeth, and graling*his great hart, 

And rouzing up himself, for his rough hide 1335 
He 'gan to reach, but no where it espide : 

There- with he 'gan full terrible to roar, 

And chauft at that indignity right sore ; 133S 

But when his crown and scepter both li,« wanted, 
Lord how he fum'd, and swell'd, and rag’d, and panted, 
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And tlircatncd death, gind thousand deadly dolours, 
’J'o them that had purloin'd his princely honours ! 
Witli that in haste, disrobed as he was, 
lie towards his own palace forth did pass, 

And all the way he r<»arcd as he went, 1345 

Tljat all the for rest with astonishment 
I'hereof did tremble, and the beasts therein 
Fled fast awa;y from that so dreadful din. 

At last he came unto his mansion, 

Where all the gates he found fast lockt anon, 1350 
And many warders round about them stood : 

With that he roar'd aloud, as he were wood, 

That all the palace quaked at llie stound, 

As if it quite wcre-iiven from the ground, 

And all within were dead and heartless left ; 1355 

And th'Ape himself, as one whose wits weic reft, 
Fled here and there, and every coiner sought, 

To hide himself from his owm feared thought : 

But the hxlse Fox, when he the lion heard. 

Fled closely forth, straightway of death afear'd, 

And to tnc lion came full lowl\ creeping, 1361 
With fained face, and watry eyn half weeping, 

T' excuse hia former treason and abusion. 

And turning all unto the Ape's confusion : 

Nath'less the royal beast foibore believing, 1365 
But bade liim stay at ease till fuither prieving. 

Then when he saw no entrance to him graimted, 
Roaring yet louder, that all hearts it daunted, 

Upon tliose gales wlrli force he fiercely flew, 

And rending them in pieces, felly slew 1370j[ 
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Those warders strange, and all that else he met, 

But th* Ape still flying, he no where might get ; 
From room to room, from beam to beam he fled, 
All breathless, and for fear now almost ded : 

Yet him at last the lion spide, and caught, 13/5 
And forth with shame unto his judgment brought. 
Then all the beasts he caua'd assembled be, 

To hear tlicir doom, and sad ensample sec. 

The Fox, first author of that treachery. 

He did uncase, and then away let fly ; 1380 

But th* Ape’s long tail (^whjch then he had) he quite 
Cut off, and both ears pared of their height ; 

Since which all apes but half their ears have left, 
And of their tails are utterly bereft,” 

So Mother llubberd her discourse did end, IJ85 
Which pardon me if 1 amiss ha\c penM ; 

For weak was my rcmembiancc it to hold. 

And bad her tongue that it so bluntly told. 1388 
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A SPOUSAL VERSE, 


IN honoui of the double ra \nia^e ol the tv% > honour-iblt and vci- 
(uou-i ladle 1, tiu I uh Llizabcth, aid lh( I atl> Cathcruic So- 
uk i act, daUoliitrj to the ri^ht bonouiablo (hr I rl ot \V on i ter, 
»nd t pouaid t j the 1\ OMdrthj i^cntlenui}, Heiiii Giltoid and 
WiJIi till Peter, I res 


C MAI t\as tlic day, and tliiou"h the* tumbling au 
fewci L-bicathin<4 Zephjrub did *>0111^ pla> 

A spiiit, that bj^litly did alla^ 

Hot TitcinS boims, then did glibtci tair, 

When I, whom sullen caie, o 

TJiiough discontent of nij long fiiutless sta} 

In piincos' couits, and e\pc( tations ^allI 
Ot idle hopes, wbieti still do fly aud}, 

Like empty shadows, did alBict my biain, 

Walk'd tortli to ease my pain 10 

Along the shoic of sdvci sti earning Thames, 

W^hosc ru^hy bank, tlijs which his iivei hems. 

Was painteel all witii^ \di14blc fleiweio, 

And all the meeds adoin*d with dainty gems, 

Tit to elcrk maidens' bowies, 15 

Aiifl Clown tbeu paramouis 

Against the bndal-day, which is not long ; 

Sweet ThdKics * ran sejftly till I end my song. , 
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There in a meadow by the river's sidc^ 

A flork of nymphs I chanced to espy, ^20 

All lovely danditorb of the ll6od thereby, 

With i^oodly j^reenibh locks all loose imtide, 

As each had been a bride; 

And each one had a little wicker basket, 

Made of line tuigs, oiitrailcd curious])^, ‘Jj 

In which the) gather'd flowTrs to fill their flasket, 
And with fine fingers rropt full featcously 
'flic tender stalks on hu\ 

Oi c\ery sort wliich in that meadow grew 

They gatkei'd some; 4he violet, pallid blue, GO 

The litllo da/ic, that at evening closes, 

The virgin lillie, and the prhmosc true, 

With store of vermeil iosv*s, 

To deck their biideg rooms* posies 

Against the bridal-day, which was not long ; J5 

Sweet Thames ! run softly till I end iny song* 

With that I saw two swan^ of goodly hue 
Come softly swimming down along the lee ; 

Two fairer birds I yet did never see ; 

The snOw which docs the top of Pindus strew, 40 
Did nev cr whiter shew, 

Nor Jove himself, when he a swan would be 
For love of Leda, whiter did hppear ; 

For Leda was (they say) as white as he, 

Yet not so white as these, nor nothing near; 4$ 
So purely white they were, 
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‘I'hat even the* gentle stream^ the which them bare, 
hetm*d foul to them, ami bad Ins billows spare 
To wet tlicir silken fcathcis, least they might 
Sox 1 then lair phimes with water not so fair, 50 
And nidi theif beauties biight, 

I'hat shone as he<rvcn*s light. 

Against then budal-day, which xvas not long ; 

Sweet ThanKs ! luii softly till I end m^ song. 

Eltsoons the nymphs, which now had flowers then fill. 
Ban all in haste to see that sihei brood, 56' 

As they came floting on the crystal flood ; 

Whom when they saw, they stood amazed still, 
Their wondiing eyes to fill ; 

Them seem’d theyjiever saw a sight so fair, 60 
Ot fowls so lovely, that they suie did deem 
Ihem hca\cnl> bom, or to be that same pair 
^A\'hich through the sky di«uv Venus* sihci teem ; 
loi sure they did not seem 

1*0 be begot of any earthly seed, 65 

But rather angels, or -of angels’ bleed ; 

Yet were they bred of summeis-heat, they gay, 

In sweetest season, when each flower and weed 
The eaith did fresh afray ; 

So flesh they seem’d as day, 70 

Evan as their biidal^dAj, winch was not loi^ ; 

Sweet Thames ! run softly till I end my song. 

Then forth they^all out of thm baskets drexv 
store of flowers^ tbe hemour of the fields 
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That to the sense did fragrant odours yield, 75 
All which upon those goodly birds they threw, 

And all' the waves did strew, 

That like old Peiieus' waters they did seem, 

\When down along by pleasant Tempo's shore, 
pcatter'd with flowers, through Thessaly they streem, 
That they appear, through lillies^plontious store, 81 
Like a bride's chamber-floore. [bound 

Two of those nymphs, mean-while, two garlands 
Of freshest flowers which in that meed they found, 
The which presenting all in trim array, 85 

Their snowy foreheads therewithal! they crown' d, 
Whilst one did sing this lay, 

Prepar'd against that day, 

Against that bridal-day, which was not long ; 

Sweet Thames ! run softly till I end my song, 90 

Ye gentle Birds I the world's fair ornament, . 

“ And heaven's glory, whom this happy hour 
Doth lead unto your lovfers' blissful bower, 

Joy may you have, and gentle hearts content 
** Of your love’s complement ; 95 

“ And let fair Venus, that is Queen of Lo^, 

** With her heart-quelling son upon you sniile, 
Whose smile, they say, hath verttte to remove 
All love's dislike, and friendship's faulty guile 
For ever to assoiL 100 

Let endless peace your stedfast hearts accord. 
And blessed plenty wait upon your bord ; 

And let your bed with pleasures cheste aboundj 
That fruitful issue may to you aflbrd, 
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Which may your foes confound, 105 

“ And make >oui ]oys lodound 
Upon 30111 hiidcil-day, which is not long ; 

Sweet 'riianios ! lun ‘soltly till I end 1113 song/^ 

So ended she, and all the rest aioiind 

Tl’u Jici icdouhled that hei undersong, HO 

Whuh said then hi idal-day should not be long, 

And guitlc Eccho tioni the neighboiii ground 
Then accents did losoiind. 

So loith those 303 ous buds did pass along 
Adown the he, that to them miu mur'd low, 

As he would speak, but that he lackt a tong, 

Yet did 1)3 signs his gUd afiection show, 

Making hib stioain lun slow. 

And all the fowl which in Iiis flood did dwell 
Txau flock about these twain, that did exccll 120 
The icst so far as C3nthia doth shond 
The h'‘*ser stais. So they enranged well 
Did on those two attend, 

And then best seivice lend 

Against theii wedding-day, which was not long; 

Sweet Thames ! run softly till I end my sopg* 126 

At length thc3" all to meny London came, 

To meiiy London, my most kindly nuise, 

That to me gave this life's first natnc souisc, 
though fiom another place 1 take my name, 130 
An house of autient fame: 

Theiewhcn they came, whereas those bricky towies 
The which omTharaes' brode aged back do iide, 
Where now the studious lawyers have iheii bowres^ 
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There ^\bilome Wont the Templer Knights to hide, 
Till they decay'd through piide; 136 

Next whcroimto there stands a stately place. 

Where oft I gained gilts and goodly grace 

Of that gieal lord nhich therein wont to dwell. 

WJiuse want too well now feels friendless case; 

But ah ! here tits not w'ell 111 

Old woes, but jojs, to tell 

Against the bndal-da\, which is not long; 

Sweet Thames! inn softly till I end ni^ song* 

Yet therein now doth iodge a noble peer, 1 15 

(heat England's glory, and the world's wide wonder. 
Whoso dieadful name late thro' all Spaindid thunder, 
And Ileicdlcs* tw'o Pillais standing near 
Did make to quake and fear : 

Fair branch ot honour, llower of chevalry ! 150 

That fillest England with thy triumph's fame, 

Joy have thou of thy noble victory, 

And endless happiness of thine ow n name 
That promiseth tlie same ; 

That through thy prowess and victorious arms 155 
Thy country may be freed from foreign harms, 

And great Eliza's glorious name may iing 
Through all the world, fill'd with thy wide alarms, 
Which some brave Muse may sing 
To ages following, l60 

Upon the bridal-day, which is not long ; 

Sweet Thames! run softly till I end my song. 
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From those high towers this noble lord issuing, 

Like radiant Hesper^ when his golden hair 
In th’ ocean billows he hath bathed fair, 

Descended to the rivcr« open viewing. 

With a great train ensuing. 

Above the rest were goodly to be seen 
Two gentle knights of lovely face and feature, 
Beseeming well the bowre of any queen, 170 

With gifts of wit, and ornaments of nature, 

Fit for so goodly stature. 

That like the Twins of Jove they seem'd in sight, 

Which deck the bauldrick of the heavens bright ; 

They two forth passing to the river's-side, 175 

Receiv'd those two fair brides, their loves' delight, 

Which at th' appointed tide 

Each one did make his bride 

Against their bridal-day, which is not long; 

Sweet Thames ! run softly till I end my song. ISO 
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Ye learned Sisters! which have oftentimes 
Been to me aiding, others to adorn, 

Whom yc thought worthy of your graceful rimes, 
That cv'n the greatest did not greatly scorn 
To hear their names sung in your simple layes, 5 
But joyed in their praise ; 

And when ye list your own misliap to mourn, 
Which death, or love, or fortune's wreck, did raise, 
Your string could soon to sadder lenour turn, 

And teach the woods and waters to lament 10 
Your doleful drerimeni ; 

Now lay those sorrowful complaints aside, 

And having all your heads with girlands crown'd, 
Help me mine own love’s praises to resound, 

Nc let the same of any be envide : 15 

So Orpheus did for his own bride ; 

So I unto my self alone wdll sing, ' 

The woods shall to me answer, and my eccho ring. 

Early before the world’s light-giving lainp 

His golden beam upon the hills doth spred, 20 

Having disperst the night’s uncjicarful damp, 

Do ye awake, and with* fre»h iustihed, 

Go to the bowie of my beloved love, 

!My truest turrle-dovc, 

Bid her awake, for Hymen is awalcc, 25 

And long since ready forth his mask to move, 

With his bright tead that dames with many a flake, 
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And many a batchelor to wait on him. 

In their fresli garments trim ; 

Bid her awake, thertforo, and soon her dight, 30 
For loe, the wished day is come at last, 

That ‘•hall for all tJic pains and sorrows past 
Pay to her usury of lung delight ; 

And whilst she doth her dight, 

Do }e to her of joy and solace sing, 35 

That all the woods may answer, and yonr eccho ring. 

Biing with jou all the n 3 mphs that you can hear, 
Doth of the rivers aiul the forests green, 

And ot tlie sea that neighbours to hi*r near, 

AH, with gay girland s' goodly well bescen ; 40 

And let them also with them bring in hand 
Another gay girland, 

For my lair love, of liilies and of roses, 

Bound tiuo-love who with a blue silk riband; 

And let them make great store of bndal posies, 45 
And let them eke biing store of other tlowers 
To deck the biidal bowers; 

And let the giound whereas her foot shall tread, 

For tear the stones her tender loot should wrong, 

Be strew'M with hagtant ilowers all along, 50 

And diapred like the disco loin ed meed ; 

Which done, do at hor chamber-door await. 

For she will waken strait ; 

The whiles do ye this song unto her sing, 54> 

The woods shall to you answer, and your eccho ring. 
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Yc N^mplis of Muila, which with careful heed 
'J’he silver scaly trouts do tend full well, 

And gretdy pikes which use theicin to feed, 

(Those trouts and pikes all others do excel) 

And yc likewise, which keep the lushie lake, 60 
Where none do fishes lake, 

Bind up the locks the which hang scatterd light, 
And in his waters, which >our mirror make, 

Behold your faces as the ci^stal bright, 

That when 3 ^ou come whereas my love doth lie, 65 
No blemish she may spic. 

And ckc, yc lightfoot Maids! which keep the dour, 
I'hat on the hoary mo*untain use to towie, 

And the wild vsolvcs which seek tliein to devour, 
Which your steel darts do chacc from coining near. 
Be also prc:>cnt hero 7 1 

To help to deck her, and to help to sing. 

That all Uie woods may answ^er, and your ccclio ring. 

Wake now, ray Love! awake, for.it is time; 

The rosic JMorn long since lelt Tithou’s bed, 75 
All ready to her silver coach to clime, 

And Pheebus gins to shew his glorious head. 

Hark! how the chearful biid^ do chaunt their Lajes, 
And Carrol of Love’s praise. 

I’lie merry lark her lualtins sings aloft, 80 

The thrush replies, the mavis descant plays, 

Tiie ouzel shiills, the ruddock warbles *soft ; 

So goodly all agree, with sweet consent, 

To this day’s meniment. 
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Ah! my dear Lov6 ! why do }e sleep thus long, 85 
When mecter were that ye should now awake, 

T' await the coming of your joyous make. 

And hearken to the bird's love-learned song, 

The dcwie leaves among ? 

J or they of joy and plcasance to you sing, 90 
That all the woods them answer, and their cccho ring. 

My love is now awake out of her dreams, 

And her fair e)ts, like stars that dimmed wei'e 
With darksome cloud, now shew their goodly beams, 
Moic blight than Hesperus his head doth rere. 9^ 
Come now, yc Damsels ! daughters of Delight, 

Help quickly her to dight; 

But fiist come, ye fair Iloures ! vibijrh were begot 
In Jo\c's sweet paradise of day and liight, 

Which do the seasons of the yeai allot, 100 

And all that ever in this woild is fair 
Do make and still n pair : 

And ye three Handmaids of the Cyprian queen, 
llic which do still adorn her beauty's piide, 

Help to adorn my bekulifullest biide, * * 105 
And as ye her an ay, still throw between * 

Some graces to be seen, ; , 

And as ye use to Venus, to her sing, 

Tlie whiles the woods sjiall answer, and ybur eccho 

Now IS my love all ready forth to come, llO 
Let all the virgins theiefore well await ; 

And ye, tiesh Boys, that tend upon her gtdom, 
Prepaic youisefvcs, ioi he is coming §tW^s 
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Sot all your things in seemly good array. 

Tit for so joyful day, 1 15 

The joyfulst day that ever sun did see* 

Fair Sun I shew forth thy favourable ray, 

And let thy life-ful beat not fervent be, 

For fear of burning her sun*sbiny face, 

Her beauty to disgrace. 120 

O fairest Phoebus ! father of the Muse, 

If ever I did honour tljee aright, 

Or sing the thing that mote thy mind delight. 

Do not thy servant’s simple boon refuse, 

13ut let this day, let this^jne day be mine, 125 
Let all the rest be thine : 

Then 1 thy soveraign praises loud will sing, 

That all the woods shall answer, and tlieir eccho ring. 

“ Hark ! how the minstrils ^gin to shrill aloud 
Their merry musick that resounds from far, 130 
The pipe, the taber, and the trembling croud, 

That well agree withouten breach or jar : 

But most of all the damzels do dellto 
When they their timbrels smite, 

And thereunto do daunce and ca|Tol sweet, 135 
That all the senses they do ravish quite ; 

The whiles the hoys run up and down the street. 
Crying aloud, with strong confused noise, 

As if it were one voice. 

Hymen, Id Hymen I Hymen they do shout, 140^ 
That even to the heavens their shouting shrill 
Doth reach, and the firmament dothidll ; 
vaj,, VI. K 
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To which ilie people ‘'tandins; dll about, 

An in appro\iincc, do theieto applaud, 

And loud advance her laud, 145 

And ever nioie tluy 11301011, ll^mcn bing, 

That all the woods them an‘H\ver,dnd then ecchoring. 

L«)e, where she comes alon^ with portly pace, 
Like riiahe, fioni hci clmniber of the East, 

Aiising foith to run her inioht3 lace, 150 

Clad all Ji) white, that Neems a vngin best : 

So well it her beseems, that \e would weeu 
Soim* angel slie had been :* 

IIci long loo^e yellow lucks, like golden wire, 
Sprinkled with peail, and polling Howies atween, 

Do like a golden mantel her attire, 156 

And being clowned with a giiland gieen, 

Seem like some maiden queen. 

I lei modest e3<s, abashed to behold 

So many ga/ciN is on her do staie, 160 

l»pon the Itiwly ground affixed are, 

Ne dare lift up lier countenance too bold, 

But blush to hear hei praises sung so loud, 

So far fiom biingproud. 

Nathlcss do yo still loud her praises sing, l 6 j 

Tiiat all the woods niayanswei, and 30111 eccho ring, 

“ Tell me, ye merchants’ daughters! did ^e see 
S«» lair a neature in 3 our town betore, 

So sweet, so lovely, and so mild as she, 369 

Adorn'd A\\th beauty's grace and vertue’s store ? 
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llor goodly eyes like saphires sliining bright, 

Her forehead ivory white, 

Her cheeks like apples which the sun hath ruddccl, 
Her lips like cherries, charming men to bite. 

Her brest like to a bowl of cream uncrudded, 176 

H(*r pups like lillics budded, 

lieji snowy neck like to a marble tow re, 

And all her body like a palace fair. 

Ascending up with many a stately stair 
To Honour’s seat, and Chastity’s sweet bowre. 

Why stand ye still, yc virgins! in amaze, IS I 

Upon her so to gaze ; • 

Whiles ye forget your former lay to sing, 

To which the woods did answer, and your ccclio ring* 

** But if ye saw that which no eyes can see, 185 
The inward beauty of her lively sp right, 

Garnish’d with heavenly gifts of high degree, 

IMuch more then would ye wonder at that sight. 
And stand a.^tonisli’d like to those which red 
Medusa’s mazeful head. ' 1<)0 

There dwells sw'eet Love and constant Chastity, 
Unspotted Faith, and comely Womanhood, 

Regard of Honour, and mild Modesty ; 

There Vertue reigns as queen in royal throne, 

And giveth laws alone, 195 

The which the base affections do obey, 

And yield their services unto her will ; 

Ne thought of things uncomely ever may 
Thereto approach^ to tempt her mind tcfijl*. 
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Had ye once seen these her celestial treasures, 200 
And un revealed pleasures, 

Then would ye wonder, and her praises sing. 

That all tl:e woods should answer, and your eccho 
ring. 

Open the temple-gates unto my love, 

Open them vvidc that she may enter in, 205 

And all the posts adorn as doth behove, 

And all the pillars deck with girlands trim. 

For to receive this saint with honour due, 

That comelh in to you. 

With trembling steps and humble reverence 210 
She comctli in before th'Almighty^s view ; 

Of her, ye Virgins ! learn obedience, 

Whenso ye come into those holy places, 

'I'o humble your proud faces, 

Bring her up to tl/ high altar that she may 215 
The sacred ceremonies there partake, 

The which ilo endless matrimony make ; 

And let the roaring organs loudly play 
The praises of the Lord in lively notes, 

The whiles with hallow throats 220 

The choristers the joyous anthem sing. 

That all the woods may answer, and their eccho ring. 

“ Behold, whiles she before the altar stands, 
Hearing the holy priest that to her speaks, 

And blesses her with his two hiippy hands, ' 225 
How the red roses flush up in her cheeks ! 
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And the pure snow with goodly vermil stain, 

Like crimsin dy'd in grain, 

Ti’hat e\en the angel*', which continually 

About the sacred altar do remain, 230 

Ftirgct their ser\icc, and about her fly, 

Oft pee})ing in her face, that seems more fair 
Tlie more they on it stare ; 

But her sad e^es, still -fastned on the ground, 

Are governed v\itli goodly modesty, 235 

That '.utfers not one look to glaunce awry, 

Which may let in a little thouglit unsound. 

Why blush ye, Love ! t<|gi\e to me to >uur hand, 
Tlic pledge of all our band ? 

Allelu}a sing, 240 

That ail the woods ma^ answer, and your cccho iing. 

Now all is done; bring home the biidc again, 
Bung home the tiiumpb of oui >ictory ; 

Bring liome with }ou the glory of hci gain, 

With jo^ance biing her, and with jollity, 245 

Ne\cr had man more jovfui day than this, 

Whom Heaven would heap with bliss, 

Make feast, therefore, now all this live-long day, 
This day for ever to me holy is :• 

Pour out the wine without restiaint or stay, 250 
Pour not by cups, but by the belly-full ; 

Pour out to all that wull, 

And sprinkle all the posts and w^alls with wine, 

That they may sweat and drunken be withal z 
Crown ye god Bacchus with a coronal, « 255 
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And Hymen ilso crounwith ureaths ot vine 
And Ut the ic(r> d luiui unto the ic^t, 

I oi they c in do it best , 

TIk wlnltsthc m iicUns do the 11 ciiol sin", 

To u Inch the \\n< dsdi ill inswci, and tluirccc hoi in", 

Rin,4 >( the bilK, >ounjrmfn of tin town, 26l 
And kaM \<in nontid liboiiis loi this da} , 
lhisdi\ 1*' h< I\ do\mi\\iiti it down, 

Tliit}( loi <\«.i it u me mil I ma} : 

This div the sun is in its ehitkst liij^ht, '’60 

Mjtli Bun lb} th( bii^ht, 

1 10111 v^litiKi di f lininj; d lily bydi^Kis, 

He somewhat lo etii ot his heat and n;;ht, 

AVhen once the Ci ib behind his bie k he sees • 

But tor this time it ill end lined was, ^^0 

lo thii e the longest da} 111 ill the le ii, 

And shoitest nifi;ht, when lonj;(«t littei wen , 

\ e t ne ee 1 d iy so lon^ but 1 ite would }) iss. 

Bin*> }e the be Us to mike it wear iwiy, 

And bone hies make all el i) , 27 ^ 

And daunte abeuit tlie ni, and about them sin". 

That all the woodb may inswei,and youi eccho ring. 

** Ah * when will this lemg weaiy d i} h ivo end, 

And lend me leave lo tohie unto my loie ? 

IIe>\v slowly do the houis then numbcis spend? ^SO 
How slowly doth bid liinc his featheis inoic? 

Haste thee, O taiiest Planet* to thy home, 

Within the wfstiin toamc; 
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I’hy tyred steeds long since have need of rest. 

Long tho it bo, ut last I see it gloom, 285 

And the bright c\ening-star, with golden crest, 
Appear out of the east. 

Fair child of beauty, glorious lamp of love, 

Tliat all the host of heaven in ranks doost lead, 
.And guidcst lovers through the night’s sad dread. 
How cheerfully thou lookest from above, 29 1 

And seenl^st to laugh atween thy twinkling light, 

As joying in the sight 

Of these glad many, which for Joy do sing, 

That all the woods them answer, and their eccho ring. 

Now cease, yc Damsels! your delights forepast, 
Enough it is that all the day was yours ; 297" 

Now day is done, and night is nighing fast, 

Now bring the bride into the bridal bowres ; 

Now night is come, ikmv soon her disarray, 300 
And ill her bed her lay ; 

Lay her in lillies and in ^iolets, 

And silken curtains over her display, 

And odour'd sheets, and arras coverlets. 

Behold how goodly my fair love does lie, 305 

In proud humility ; • 

Like unto Maia, whenas Jove her took 
In Tempc, lying on the flowrie grass, 

'Twixt sleep and wake, after she weary was 
With bathing in the Acidalian brook : 

Now it is night, ye damsels may be gone, 

And leave my love alone, 
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And leave likewise your former lay to sing ; 

The woods no more shall answer, nor your eccho 
ring. 

Now welcome night, thou night so long expected. 
That long days labour doth at last defray, 3l6 
And all my cares, which cruel love collected, 

Hast summ’d in one, and cancelled for aye : 

Spread thy broad wing over my love and me, 

Tiiat no man may us see, 320 

And in thy sable mantle us enwrap, 

From fear of peril, and foul horror free ; 

Let no false treason seek us to entrap, 

Nor any dread disquiet once annoy 

The safety of our joy ; 325 

But let the night be calm and quictsomc. 

Without tempestuous storms or sad affray, 

Like as when Jove witli fair Alcmena lay, 

Wlieu he begot the great Tirynthian groom ; 

Or like as when he with thy self did lie, 330 

And begot Majesty; 

And let the maids and young men cease to sing ; 

Ne let the w'oods them aiiswer, nor their eccho ring. 

Let no lamenting cries nor doleful tears 

Be heard all night within, nor yet without ; - 335 

Ne let false whispers, breeding hidden fears, 

, Break gentle sleep with misconceived doubt ; 

Let no deluding dreams, nor dreadful sights, 

IMake sudden sad affrights ^ 
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Ne let housc-fircs, nor lightnings, helpless harms, 

Nc let the ponk, nor other evil sprights, 34?1 

Ne lot mischievous witches with their charms, 

Ne let hob-goblins, names whose sense we see not) 
Fray us with things that be not : 

Lot not the skriech-owl nor the stork be heard. 

Nor the night raven, that still deadly yells, 345 
Nor damned ghosts, call’d up with mighty spells, 
Nor griesly vultures, make us once siffcard*: 

Nc let th’ unpleasant quire of frogs still croking 
Make us to wish their choking ; 350 

Lot none of these tlmir drery accents sing, 

Ne lot the woods them answer, nor their eccho ring; 

But let still Silence true night-watches keep, 

That sacred Peace may in assurance reign, 

And timely Sleep, when it is time to sleep, 355 
hlay pour his limbs forth on your pleasant plain ; 
The whiles an hundred little winged Loves, 

Like divers-fethered doves, 

Shall fly and flutter round abput your bed, 

And in the secret dark, that none reproves, 360 
Their pretty stealths shall work, and snares shall 
spread • 

To filch away sweet snatches of delight, 

Conceard through covert night, 

Ye Sons of Venus! play your sports at will. 

For greedy Pleasure, careless of your toyes, 363 
Thinks more upon her paradise of joye.^ 

Than what ye do, all be it good or jll. 
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All night, therefore, attend your merry play, 

For it will soon be day : 

Now none doth hinder you that say or sing, STO 
Nc will the w^oods now answer, nor your eccho ring. 

Who is the same which at my window peeps ? 

Or whose is that fair face which shines so bright? 

Is it not Cynthia, she that never sleeps, 

But walks about high heaven all the night ? 375 

O ! fairest Goddess ! do tliou not envy 
My love with me to spy ; 

For thou likewise didst love, though now unthought, 
And for a fleece of wool, which privily 
The Latmian shepherd once unto thee brought, 380 
His pleasures with thee wrought: 

Therefore to us be favourable now, 

And sith of womens labours thou hast charge, 

And generation goodly doost enlarge, 

Encline thy will t' effect our wishful vow, 385 
And the chaste womb inform with timely seed, 

That may our comfort brood ; 

Till which we cease our^ hopeful hap to sing, 

Ne let the woods us answer, nor our eccho ring,- 

And thou, great Juno ! which with avvcfid might 
The laws of wedlock still doost patronize, 391 
And the religion of the faith first plight, 

Witli sacred rites hast taught to solemnize, 

And eke for comfort often called art 
Of v.o.acn in their smart, 
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Eternally bind tliou this lovely band, 

And all thy blessing unto ii> impart. 

And thou, glad Genius ! in whose gentle hand 
Th%bridale bowre and genial bed remain, 

Without blemish or stain, 400 

And the sweet pleasures of their love's delight 
With secret aid doost succour and supply, 

Till they bring forth the fruitful progeny, 

Send us the timely fruit of this same night. 

And thou, fair Hebe! and tliou, Hymen! free 405 
Grant that it so may be. 

Till which we cease your further praise to sing, 

Ne any woods shall answer, nor your eccho ring. 

And yc, high Heavens! the temple of the gods, 

In wliich a thousand torches flaming bright 410 
Do burn, that to us wretched earthly clods 
In dreadful darkness lend desired light; 

,Vnd all ye Powers which in the same remain, 

More than we men can feign, 

Pour out your blessing on us plenteously, 415 
And happy influence upon us rain, 

That we may rise a large posterity. 

Which from the earth, which they may long possess 
With lasting happiness, 

Up to your haughty palaces jnay mount, 420 
And for the guerdon of their glorious merit 
May heavenly tabernacles there inherit, 

Of blessed saints for to cncrcase the.count ; 

So let us rest, sweet Love! in hope of this, 
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And cease till then our timely joys to sing, 425 
The woods no more us answer, nor our eccho ring, 

made in lieu of many ornaments # 

With which ray love should did} have been deekt, 
Whidi cutting olT through hasty accidents, 

Yc would not stay your due time to e^pect, 430 
But promis’d butli to recoinpencc, 

Be unto her a goodly ornament, 

x^nd for ’short time an endless monument. 435 
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tN youth, hofore I wexcd old, 

1'he blinded boy, Venus' baby, 

For want of cunning made me bold. 

It bitter hive to grope honey ; 

Rut when he saw me -^tung and cry, 

He took wing aiid»rt<vay did fly* 

As Diane hunted on a day, 

She chanc'd to come where Cupid lay, 
Jli*^ quiver by his> fiead ; 

One of his shafts she stole away. 

And one of lieis did close convey 
Into the other's stead : 

With that Love wounded my love's heart, 
But Diane beasts with Cupid*s dart, 

I SAW iii secret to daing 
How little Cupid humbly came. 

And sai<l to her, Ail hail, my Mother ; 
But when he saw me laugh, for shame 
His face with bashful blood did flame. 
Not knowing Venus from the other. 

Then ne\er blush, Cupid, quoth I, 

For many have err’d in this beauty! • 
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Upon a day, as Love lay sweetly slumbring 
All ill hib mother's lap, 

A gentle bee, witli his loud trumpet murm'ring, 
About him flew by hup ; 

Whereof when he was wakened with the noise, 5 
And saw the beast so small, 

AVhat's this (cpioth he) that gives so weak a voice, 
That wakens men withall ? 

In angry wise he tiies about, 

And threatens all with courage stout : 10 


To whom his mother closely, shilling, said, 

^Twixt earnest and 'twixt game, 

See, thou thy self likewise art little made, 

If thou reganl the same ; 

And yet thou sufferest neither gods in sky, 15 
Kor men in earth to rest, 

Put ^^hcn thou art disposed cruelly, 

Their sleep thou dost molest : 

Then either change thy cruelty, 

Or give like leave unto the lly* ‘ 20 

Nath'lcss the cruel boy, not so content. 

Would needs the fly pursue, 

And in his hand with heedless hardiment 
Him caught for to subdue; 

But when on it he hasty hand did lay, 25 

'riie bee him stung therefore ; 

Now out, alas ! he cride, and wclc-away ! 

I wounded am full sore ; 
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The fly, that 1 so much did scorn, 

Hath hurt me with his little horn. 30 

Unto his mother straight he weeping came. 

And of his grief complain'd, 

Who could not chuse but laugh at his fond game, 
Though sad to see him pain’d. 

Think now (quoth slie) my son, how great the smart 
Of those whom thou doost wound ; 06 

Full many thou hast pricked to the heart, 

3’hat pity never found ; 

Therefore hencofo4;iii some pity take. 

When thou dost spoil of lovers make. 40 

She took him straight full piteously lamenting, 

And wrapt him in her smock ; 

She wrapt him softly, all the while repenting 
'riiat he the fly did mock : 

She drest his wound, and it embalmed well 45 
With salve of soveraign might. 

And then she bath’d him in tf dainty well, 

The well of dear Delight, 

Who would not oft be stung^as this. 

To be so bath’d in Venus’ bliss ? 50 

The wanton boy was shortly well reciir’d 
Of that his malady ; 

But he soon after, fresh again enur'd 
His former cruelty ; 
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And since that time he wounded hath my self 55 
With his shaip dait of lo\e. 

And now foigets the cruel careless elf 
Ilib mother’s beast to pro\e : 

So now I languish till he please 

My pining anguish to appease, t)0 
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G. PT, SOI, to the Author, • 

dark \he day when Phev-bus' lace is shyoude<3, 
A lit! ■Ktciikor si^lits may \i under soon astray^ 

But when they see his jflorious rays uncIouciecf| 
With siedciy steps they keep the pcrh'ct way ; 

So while tin's Muse in foreign land cloth stavj 
Invention 'veep'i, and pens are cast aside, 

The time, like night, dcpiivM of cliccrful day, 
And few* do wiiic, but, ah ’ too soon may slide. 
'1‘hen iiie thre horn**, that art our jicrfecl guide. 
And vith th> wit illustiale linglaiid’s fame, 
Daunting theret»\ oui neighboni's’ antient pride, 

T hat «lo for poetic challenge chiefest name: 

So we that li\e, and ages ihaf’succeed, 

With gicat aj>plause thj learned Works shall read. 


G, W,jvtu to the Author, 

AH ’ Colin, whether on the lowly plain« 

Piping to shepherds thy swxct roundelays. 

Or whether singing in some lofty vc'in 
Heroic deeds of past or present "days, 

Or whether in th\ lovely Inist^e^^s’ praise 
Thou list to exercise tl»3' learned c^uill. 

Thy Muse hath got sweb grace and power to please. 
With rare invention, beautified by .-.kill. 

As who therein can ever joy their fill ! 

O therefore let lliat happy Muse proceed 
To clime the heigh* of Vertue's sacred hill ! 

Where endless honour shall be made thy meed 

Because no malice of succeeding days 

Cau raise those records of thy lasting praise. 



Happy, ye Leaves ! whcnas those lilly hands, 
Which hold my life in their dead-doing might, 

Sh.all handle you, and hold in Love's 'soft bands, 
Like captives trembling at the victor's sight. 

And happy Lines! on which with starry light 
Those lamping eyes will deign s'omctirnes to look, 
And read the sorrows of my dying spright. 

Written with tears in heart's close bleeding book. 
And happy Rimes ! bath'd in the sacred brook 
Of Helicon, whence she derived is. 

When ye behold that angel's l>lcssed look, 

My soul's long-lacked food, my heaven's bliss, 
Leaves, Lines, and Rimes, seek her to please alone. 
Whom if ye please, I care for other none. 
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II. 

IJ KQuiFT thought, whom sit the first 1 bred 
Of th' inward bale of my love-pined lieart, 

And sithence have ivith sighs and sorrow fed, 

Till giviiter than my womb thou woxou sirt, 

J^n^ik fi)rlh at length out of tlie inner part, 

In whU’li thou hirkest like to vipers' brood, 

And seek some surcour, both to ease my smsirt. 
And also to sustain lliy self with food : 
ilut if in presence of tiiat fairest proud 
Thou chance to come, fall lowly at her feet, 

.\!k 1 with meek hum bless and altlicted mood 
Pardon for thee, and grace fo. me, entreat ; 

Which if she grant, then live, and jny love cherish 
if not, (lie soon, and I with thee will pcrislu 

1 11 K sovereign b(*aiity wdiich I do admire?, 

Witness the world how worthy to be prais'd, 

The light whereof hath kindled heavenly fire 
In my frail spirit, by her from baseness rais'd, 
‘I’iuU being now with her huge biigiitncss daz'd, 
Base thing I can no more endure to vitwv, 

But looking still on her, I stand amaz'd 
At wondrous sight so celestial hue. 

So when my tongue w'ould speak her praises due, 
It stopped is with thought's astonishment, 

And when my pen would write her titles true. 

It ravish'd is with fancy's wonderment ; 

Yet in my heart 1 then both speak and write 
The wonder that my wit cannot indite. 
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IV. 

Nkw year forth looking out of Janus’ ^ate, 

Doth seem to promise hope of new delight, 

Ami bidding th’ old adieu, his passed date 
Bids all old thoughts to die in dumpish spright. 

And calling forth out of sad Winter’s night 
Fresh love, that long hath &Ie{)t in cheerless bower, 
Wills him awake, and soon about him dighr 
llis wanton wings, arid darts of deadly power : 

For lusty Spring, now in his timely howje. 

Is ready to come forth, him to receive, 

A)\d warns the KartLj*"with divers-coloiiFd Hovvre, 
’i’o deck herself, and lier fair mantle weave; [reign, 
Then\ou, fair Flow re! in whom fresh youth doth 
Prepare your self new love to entertain. 

V. 

Htdely thou wrongest my dear heart’s desire, 

In fmding fault with her too portly pride: 

The thing in \vJ)ich 1 do most in her admire, 

Is of the worltl unworthy niost^euvide ; 

For in those lofty looks is close implide 
Sorn of base things and ’sdeign of foul dishonour, 
Tlireatning rash eyes which gaz;^ on her so wddc, 
^J'hat loosely they nc dare to look upon her. 

Such pride is praise, such portliness is honour, 

Tiiat boldness innocence bears in her eyes, 

And her fair countenance, like a goodly banner, 
Spreads in defiance of all enemies. 

Was never in this world ought worthy tride, 
Without some sparke of such self-plca*SMig pride* 



G, sen. to the Author, * 

DARK is the clay when Phabus' face is shrouded. 
Ant? \vcak«'r siglits may wander soon astray. 

Blit M hen they see his glorious rays unclouded, 
Willi steddy slops they keep the perfect way ; 

So while this Muse iu foreign land doth slay. 
Invention weeps, and pens are cast aside. 

The time, like night, depiiv ’d of cheerful day, 
And few do write, but, ah ^ too soon may slide* 
Then hie thee home, that art our perfeel guide. 
And with thy wit illustrate England’s lame, 
Daunting th<‘rfhi our neighbours’ aniient pride. 
That do for poesic challenge rhiefest name: 

So wc that live, and ages ihaf succeed, 

With great applause thy learned Works shall read. 


G. W,jun, to the Author, 

A H ’ Colin, whether on the lowly' yilain, 

Piping to shepherds thy' sweet -roundelays. 

Or whether singing m some lofty vein 
Heroic deeds of past or present days, 

Or whether in thy lovely mistress’ praise 
Thou list to exercise thy' learnfed quiii, 

Tliy' Mus^ hath got »ueh gra<?e #nd pow er to please, , 
With rare inveniion, beautified by skill. 

As who therein can 'ever joy their fill ! 

O therefore let that happy' Muse proceed 
To clime the heigh*' of Vertue’s sacred hill ! 

Where endless honour shall be made thy meed 

Because no malice of succeeding days 

Can raise those records of thy lasting praise. 
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JiAPpy, ye Leaves I wlienas those iilly hands, 
Which hold my life in their dead-doing might, 
Shall handle you, and hold in Love's soft bands. 
Like captives trembling at the victor's sight. 

And happy Lines! on which \\ith starry light 
Those lamping eyes will deign sbmetimes'to look, 
And read the sorrows of my dying spright, 

Written with tears in heart's close bleeding book. 
And happy Rimes! bath'd in the sacred brook 
Of Helicon, whence she derived is, 

M^hen ye behold that angel’s lllcssed look, 

My soul's long-lacked food, my heaven's bliss, 
Leaves, Lines, and Rimes, seek her to please alone, 
Whom if ye please, 1 care for other none. 
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Unquiet thought, whom at the first I breci 
Of til' inward bale of love-pined heart, 

And bithcnce have with si^lis and sorrow fed, 

Till greater than my w'omb thou woxen art, 
ilreak forth at lengih out of the inner part, 

In which thou lurkesf like to vipers' brood, 

And seek some succour, both to ease my smart, 
\nd also to sustain thy self with food : 
ljut if in presence of that fairest proud 
Thou chance to come, tall lowly at her feet, 

And with meek hunibless and afflicted mood 
X^urdon for thee, and grace fo* me, entreat ; 

Which if she grant, then live, and my love cherish 
if not, die soon, and I with thee will perish. 

in.*- 

The sovereign beauty which 1 do admire, 

Witness the w'orld how worthy to be prais'd, 

'riie light whereof hath kindled heavenly fire 
In my frail spirit, by her Iroin baseness rais'd, 

That being now' with ht;r huge brightness daz'd. 
Base thing I can no more cmlurc to view, 

But looking still on her, J stand amaz'd 
At wondrous sight of so celestial hue. 

So when my tongue would speak her praises due, 

It stopped is with thought's astonishment, 

And when my pen would write her titles true. 

It ravish'd is with fancy^ wonderment ; 

Yet in my heart I then both speak and write 
The w'ondcr that my wit cannot indite. 
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IV. 

Nkw year forth looking out of Jauus* ga^tc, 

Doth seem to promise hope of m‘\v deliglit, 

And bidding th' old adieu, his passeil dale 
Bids all old thoughts to die in dumpish spriglit. 

And calling fortli out of sad Winter’s night 
fresh love, that long hath slept in cheerless bower, 
Wills him awake, and soon about him dighr 
1 1 is wanton wings, artii darts of deadly power : 
for lusty Spring, now in his limely howre. 

Is ready to come b^rth, him to receive. 

And warns the Earth v"^''ith diversS-ct)lonrM flowre, 
I’o dock herself, and her fair mantle weave; [reign, 
Then you, fair Flowre! in whom fresh yoiuh doth 
Prepare your self new love to entertain, 

V. 

Rudely thou wrongest my dear hearPs desire, 

In finding fault with her too portly pride: 

Tlic thing in which I do most in her admire. 

Is of the world unworthy most^envide ; 

For in those lofty looks is close implidc 
Sorn of base things and 'sdeign of foul dishonour, 
Thrcatiiing rash eyes which gazi^ on her so wide, 
That loosel}*^ they ne dare to look upon her. 

Such pride is praise, such portliness is honour, 

'I'hat boldness innocence bears in her eyes, 

And her fair countenance, like a goodly banner, 

S]) reads in defiance, of all enemies. 

W as never in this w oriel ought worthy tride, 
Without some, sparke of such self-plea^uig pride. 
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Be nought disinaid that her unmoved mind 
Doth still persist in her rebellious pride ; 

Such love not like to lusts of baser kind, 

The harder won, the firmer will abide. 

The durefui oak, whose sap is not yet dride, 

Is long e'er it conceive the kindling fire, 

But when it once doth burn, it doth divide 
Great heat, and make his flaml^ to heaven aspire : 
So hard it is to kindle new desire 
In gentle breast that shall endure for ever ; 

Deep is the wound that dints tlie parts entire 
With clniste effects that nought but deatli can sever. 
Then think not long in (akipg little pain 
To knit the knot that ever shall remain. 

VII. 

Fa III eyes, the inirrour of my mazed heart, 

\Vhat wondrous vertue is contain’d m you, 

The which both life and death forth fiom you dart 
Into the object of ycur mighty view' ? 

For when ye mildly look with lovely hue, 

Then is my soul with life and love inspir'd ; 

But when ye lowre, cr look on me askew, 

Then do 1 die, as one with liglitning fir'd. 

But since that life is more than death desir’d, 

Look ever lovely, as becomes you best ; 

That your brightbeames of my weak eyes admir'd, 
3\lay kindle living within my bves^t. 

'Suchjife should be the honpur of your liglit, 

Such dcath'thc sad ensample of your might* 
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JMore than most fair, full of the living fire 
Kindled above, unto the Maker near ; 

No eyes but joys, in which all powers conspire, 

That to the world nought cKe be counted dear : 
Through your bright beams doth not the blinded guest 
Shoot out his darts to base aflectioji’s wound ? 

But angels come to lead frail minds to rest 
In chaste desires, on heavenly beauty bound. 

You frame my thoughts, and fashion me wjtliiji ; 
You stop my tongue, and teach my heart to speak ; 
You calm the storm tijiat passion did begin, 

Strong through your cause, but by your vevtue weak. 
Dark is the world where your light shined never; 
Well is he born that may behold you ever. 

IX. 

LoNCf-wniLE I sought to what I might compare 
Those powerful eyes which lighten my dark spright, 
Vet find 1 nought on earth to which I dare 
llesemblc th' image of the goodly light. 

Not to the sun, for they do shijic by night ; 

Nor to the moon, for they are changed never; 

Nor to the stars, for they have purc^r sight ; 

Nor to the lire, for they' consume not ever; 

Nor to the lightning, for they still presever; 

Nor to tlie diamond, for the)^ arc more tender ; 
Npr unto crystal, for nought may them sever ; 

iinfo glass, such baseness mought offend her: 
Then to the Maker self they Kkest be, 

Whose light doth' liglitch all that he^e we sec. 
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Unrighteous lord of Love! what law is this, 
That me thou makes t thus term c» ted be, 

The whiles she k')rdelh in licentious bliss 
Of her free-will scorning both thee and me? 

Sec how the tyranness doth joy to see 
The huge massacres which her eyes do make, 

And humbled hearts brings captive unto thee, 

That thou of them maysl mighty vengeance take. 
But her proud heart do thou a little shake, 

And that high look, with which she doth control 
All this world's pride, bow to e baser make, 

And all her faults in thy black book enrol, 

Tliat I may laugh at her in ecjual sort 

As she doth laugh at me, and makes my pain her sport. 

XI. 

Da ihY when I do seek and sue for peace, 

And hostages do offer for my inith, 

She, cruel warriour, doth herself address 
To battel, and the weary war renew'th ; 

No will he mov’d wkn reason or with ruth 
To grant small respit to my restless toil, 

But greedily her fell intent porsu’th, 

Of my poor life to make unpitied spoil. 

Yet my poor life, all sorrows to assoil, 

I vvould her yield, hef wrath to pacilie, 

But then she seeks, with torment and turmoil, 

To force me live, and will not let me die. 

All pain hath end, and eveiy war hath peace ; 

But mine no price nor prayer may surcease. 
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XII* 

One day I sought with heart-thrilling eyes 
I’o make a truce, and terms to entertain, 

All fearless then of so false enemies, 

Which sought me to entrap in treason's train : 

So as I then disarmed did remain, 

A wicked ambush which lay hidden long 
In the close covert of her guileful even, 

Thence breaking forth, did thick about me throng. 
Too feeble I t’ abide the burnt so strong. 

Was forc’d to yield my self into their hands, 

Who me captiving, ^^ntight with rigorous wrong 
Have ever since kt;pt me in cruel bands : 

So, Lady, now to you I do complain 
Against your eyes, that justice I may gain. 

xtii* 

In that proud port which her so goodly graceth, 
Whiles her fair face she rears up to the sky. 

And to the ground her eye-lids low embraceth, 

Most goodly temperature ye may descry, 

Mild humbless, mixt with aw^l majesty; 

For looking on tlie earth, whence she was horn, 

Her mind remembreth her mortality ; 

Whai-so is fairest shall to cartli return. 

But that some lofty countenance seems to scorn 
Base thing, and think how shd to heaven may clime, 
Treading down earth as loathsome and forlorn, 

I’liat hinders heavenly thoughts with drossy slime ; 
Yet lowly still vouchsafe to look on me, 

Such lowliness shall make you lofty b». ^ 
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Return again, my forces, late dismaid^ 

Unto the siege by you abandon’d quite ; 

Great shame it is to leave like one afraid, 

So fair a piece for one repulse so light, 

^Gainst such strong castles ncedeth greater might 
Than those small forces ye were wont belay ; 

Such haughty minds, enur'd to handy fight,. 
Disdain to yield unto the first assay,.,. 

Bring, therefore, all the forces that ye tnay, 

And lay incessant battry to her hcayt ; 

Plaints, prayers, vows, ruth, sorrow, and dismay^ 
Those engins can the proudest love convert 
And if those fail, fall down and die before her, 

So d^ing live, and living do adore her. 

XV. 

Y E Iratleful Merchants ! that with weary toil 
Do seek most precious things to make your gain, 
And both the Iiulias of their treasure spoil, 

What ncedeth you to seek so far in vain ^ 

For, lo ! my love dtitli in herself contain 
All this world's riches that may far be found ; 

If saphyrs, lo ! her eyes be saphyrs plain ; 

If rubies, lo ! her lips be rubies sound.; 

If pearls, her teeth be pearls, both pure and rounth 
If ivory, her forehead ivory ween ; 

If gold, her locks arc huest gold on. ground : 

If silver, her fair hands are silver ah^en : 

But that which fairest is,, but few, behold. 

Her mind, fl,dorn’d with vertues manifold. 
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XVI* 

OvE day as I unwarily did gaze 
On those fair eyes iny love's immortal light 
The whiles my stouish'd heart stood in amaze^ 
Through sweet allusion of her look's delight, 

I mote perceive how in her glancing sight 
Legions of Loves with little wings did fly, 

Darting their deadly arrows fiery bright 
At every rash beholder passing by : 

One of those archers closely I did spy 
Aiming his arrow at my very heart, 

When suddenly, with twinkle of her eye. 

The damsel broke his misintended dart ; 

Had she not so done sure I had been slain, 

Yet as it was I hardly scap'd with pain. 

XVII. 

The gloriohs pourtract of that angel's face, 

IMade to amaze weak mens confused skill, 

And this world’s worthless glory to embrace, 

What pen, what pensil, can express her fill ? 

For though he colours could demise at will, 

And eke his learned hand at pleasure guide. 

Lest trembling it his workman^ip should spill, 

Yet many wondrous things there are beside: 

The sweet e^e-glancos, that like arrows glide, 

The charming smiles that rob sense from the licart j 
The lovely pleasancei and the lofty pride. 

Cannot expressed be' by any art: 

A greater craftsman's^ hand thereto dbth Ticcd> 

That can exjrfeSs ’the life of things ind^di* 
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The rolling wheel, that runneth often rounds 
The hardest steel in tract of time doth tear ; 

And drizling drops, that often do redound, 

Tl'he finncsl flint doth in continuance wear : 

Yet cannot I, with many a dropping tear, 

And long intreaty, soften her hard heart, 

That she will once vouchsafe my plaint to liear, 

Or look with pity on my painful smart : 

But when I plead, slio bids me play my part ; 

And when I weep, she says tears are but water; 

And when I sigh, she says I ktrow the art ; 

And when 1 wail, she turns herself to laughter : 

So do I w eep and wail, and plead in vain, 

AVhilcs she as steel and flint doth still remain. 

XIX. 

Th E merry cuckow, messenger of spring, 
llis trumpet shrill hath thrice already sounded, 

That warns all lovers wait upon their king, 

Who now is coming forth with girland crowned ; 
\Vith noise whereof uic quire of birds resounded 
Their anthems sweet, de\jzcd of Jove's praise, 

That all the woods their ccchocs back rebounded, 

As if they knew' the meaning of their lays : 

But 'mongst them all, which did Love's honour raise, 
No word was heard ot‘ her that most it ought, 

But she his precept proudly disobeys, 

And doth his idle message set at nought; 

Therefore, O Love ! unless she turn to thee 
E'er cuckowvctid, let her a rebel be. 
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Itt vain I seek and sue to her for grace, 

And do mine humble heart before her pour, 

The whiles her foot she in my neck doth place, 
And tread my life down in the lowly flour : 

And yet the lion, that is lord of power, 

And roigneth over every beast in flchl, 

In his most pride disdainolh to devour 
The silly lamb that to his might doth yield : 

Blit she, more cruel and more salvage wild 
Than either lion or the lioness, 

Shames not to be with guiltless blood defil’d, 

But taketh glory in. her cruelness. 

Taircr than fairest, let none ever say 
That yQ wore blooded in a yielded prey. 

. XXI. 

Was it the work of Nature or of Art, 

AVliich lempred so the features of her facC;^ 

'I’liat pride and meekness, inixt by equal part, 

Do both appear t’ adorn her beauty’s grace ? 

For with mild jileasance, which doth pride displace, 
She to her love doth lookers' ej^cs allure, 

And with stern count’nancc back again doth chace 
Their looser looks, that stir up lusts impure. 

With sucli strange trains her eyes she doth inure, 
That with one look she doth my life dismay, 

And with another doth it straight reciirc : 

Her smile me draws, her frown me drives away. 
Thus doth she train a^id teach me with her looks ; 
Such art of eyes I never read in books. 
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This holy season, fit to fast and .pray, 

Men to devotion ought to be incUu 
Therefore I likewise on so holy day, 

For my sweet saint some service fit will find. 

Her temple fair is built within, my mind, 

In which her glorious image placed is. 

On which my thoughts do day and night attend, 
Like sacred priests, that never think amiss ; 

There I to her as th' author of my bliss, 

Will build an altar to appease her ire, 

And on the same my heart will sacrifice, 

Burning in llaines of pure and chaste desire ; 

The which vouchsafe, O Goddess I to accept, 
Amongst thy dearest relicks to be kept* 

XXIII. 

Penelope, for her Ulysses* sake, 

Deviz’d^ a web her wooers to deceive, 

In which the work that she all day did make, 

The same at night she did again unreave: 

Such subtil craft my damsel doth conceive, 

Th* importunate siite of my desire to shun, 

For all that I in many days do weave, 

, In one short hour I find by her undun. 

So when 1 think to end that 1 begun, 

I must begin and never bring to end ; 

Forth with one look she spills thationg I spun, 

And with one. word my whole year's woi*]^ doth rend. 
JSuch labour like the spidcr’s^eb I, find,.. 

Whose fruitless work is broken with least wind, 
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When I behold that beauty's wondernicnt, 

And rare perfection of each goodly part, 

Of Nature’s skill the only complement, 

I honour and admire the Maker's art ; 

But when I feel the bitter baleful smart 
Which her fair eyes unwares do work in me. 

That death out of their shiny beams do dart, 

I think that I a new Pandora see, 

Whom all'thc gods in counsel did agree 
Into this sinful world from heaven to send, 

That she to wicked men a scourge should be 
For all their faults with which they did offend. 
But since yc are my scourge, I will inlreat, 

That for my faults ye will me gently beat, 

* XXV. 

llow long shall this like dying life endure, 

And know no end of its own misery, 

But waste and wear away in terms unsure, 

'Twixt fear and hope depending doubtfully ? 

Yet better were attonce to lejt me die, 

And shew the last ensample ot'your pride, 

Than to torment me thus with cruelty, 

To prove your pow’r, which'l loo well have tride, 
But yet if in your harden'd breast yc hide 
A close intent at last to show me grace, 

Then all the woes and wreck's which I abide. 

As means of bliss I gladly will embrace, 

And wish that more and greater they might Ic, 
That greater meed at last may turn to me. 
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Sweet is the rose, but grows upon a brere; 

Sweet is the juniper, but sharp his bough ; 

Sweet is tiic eglantine, but pricketh near ; 

Sweet is the lirbloom, but his branches rough j 
Sweet is the cypress, but his rind is tough ; 

Sweet is tiie nut, but bitter is his pill ; 

Sweet is the broom-llowrc, but yet sour enough ; 
And sweet is moly, but his root is ill : 

So every sweet with sour is tempred still. 

That nuiketh it be coveted the more ; 

For easy things, that may be got at will, 

Most sorts of men do set but little store. 

Why then should I account of little pain, 

That endless pleasure shall unto me gain ? 

X3^VII. 

Faih Proud! now tell me why sliould fair be pioud 
Sitb all world’s glory is but dross unclean ? 

And in the shade of death itself should shroud, 
How-ever now thereof ye little ween. 

That goodly idol, now so gay beseen, 

Shall doif her fleshes borrow’d fair attire, 

And be forgot as it had never been, 

That many now much worship and admire : 

Ne any then shall after it inquire, 

Ne any mention shall thereof remain, 

But what this vcfse, that never shall expire, 

Shall to you purchase with her thankless pain. 

Fair I be no longer proud of that shall perish, 

But that which shall you make immortal cherish. 
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The laurel leaf, which you this day do wear, 
Gives me great hope of your relenting mind, 

For since it is the badge which 1 do bear, 

Yc bearing it do seem to me inclin'd : 

Tiio power thereof, which oft in me I find, 

Lot it likewise your gentle breast inspire 
With sweet infusion, and put you in mind 
Of that proud maid whom now those leaves attire. 
Proud Daphne, scorning Phoebus' lovely fire, 

Oil the Thessalian shore from him did flic, 

For which the gods, in their re\ engefui ire, 

Did her transform into a laurel-tree. 

Then fly no more, fair Love! from Phoebus' chace, 
But in your breast his leaf and love embrace, 

XXIX, 

See how the stubborn damsel doth deprave 
simple meaning with disdainful scorn. 

And by the bay which I unto her gave, 

Accounts my self her captive quite forlorn. 

The bay, quoth she, is of the vicio;^ bom, 

Yielded them by the vanquish t as their meeds. 

And they therewith do poet$’ heads adorn^ 

To sing the glory of their famous' deeds { 

But sith she will the conquest challenge needs, 

Let her accept me as her faithful thrall. 

That her great triumph which my skill exceeds, 

1 may in trump of Fame blaze over all ; 

Then would I deck her head with glorious bays. 
And fill the world with her victorious pnaise, 

VOL. VI. u 
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My love IS like to icc, and I to fire ; 

How conics it, then, that this her cold so great 
Is not dissolvM tlircugh my so hot desire, 

Blit harder grows the more I her entreat ? 

Or how comes it that iny exceeding heat 
Is" not delaid by her heart-frozen cold, 

But that I burn niiich more in boiling svicat, 

And feel my flames augmented manifold ? 

What more miraculous thing may be told, 

That lire, which all things melts, should harden icc, 
And ice which is congealM with senseless cold, 
Should kindle lire by wonderful device ? 

Such is the power of love in gentle mind, 

That it can alter all the course of kind. 

XXXI. 

An ! why hath Nature to so hard a heart 
Given so goodly gifts of beauty's grace, 

Whose pride depraves each other better part, 

And all tliose precious ornaments deface ? 

Sith to all other beasts of bloody race, 

A dreadful countenance she given hath, 

Thut with their lerrour all the rest may chace, 

And warn to shun the danger of their wrath : 

But my proud one doth work th<; greater scath 
Through sweet allunmcut of her lovely hue, 

That she the better may in bloody bath 
Of such poor thrall her cruell hands embrew j 
But did she know how ill these two accord, 

Such cruel tyt she would have soou abhorr’d. 
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The painful smith, with force of fervent heat, 
The hiirclest iron soon doth mollillc, 

That wilJi Jiis heavy sledge he can it beat, 

And fasliioii to what he it list apply ; 

Yet cannot all these flames in which 1 fry 
Her heart, more hard than iron, soft aw hit, 
No all the plaints and prayers with which I 
D(» boat on tli'anvilc of her stubborn wit; 

Hut still the more sije fervent sees my tit, 

The more she frie;«eth in her wilful pride, 

And harder grows the harder she is smit, 

With all the plaints which to her be ajjplide : 
What then remains but 1 to ashes burn, 

And she to stones at length all frozen turn ? 
XXXIII. 

G UEAT wrong I do, I can it not deny, 

To that most sacred empress, my dour dread, 
Not finishing her Queen of Faery, 

That mote enlarge her living praises dead. 

But, Lodwick, this of grace to jne aread ; 

Do ye not think th' accomplishment of it 
Sufiicient work for one man's simple head, 

All were it as the rest, but rudcMy writ? 

How then should I, without another wit, 

Think ever to endure so tediou® toil ? 

Sith that this one is tost with troublous fit 
Of a proud love that doth my spirit spoil. 
Cease then till she vouchsafe to grant me rest, 
Or lend you me another living breast. , 
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Like as a ship that through the ocean wide, 

Ry conduct of some star, doth make her way, 
When as a storm hath dim^d her trusty guide-, 

Out of her course doth wander far astray ; 

So I, whose star, that wont with her bright ray 
Me to direct, with clouds is over-cast, 

Do wander now in darkness and dismay. 

Through hidden perils round about me plac'd; 

Yet hope I will tliat when this storm is past 
My Ilclicc, the loadstar of my life, 

Will shine again, and look on me at last 
With lovely light, to clear my cloudy grief: 

Till then I wander careful, comfortless, 

In secret sorrow and sad pensivencss* 

xxxv. 

My hungry eyes, through greedy coveti«e 
Still to behold the object of their pain. 

With no contentment can themselves suffice, 

But having pine, and having not complain : 

For lacking it they cannot life sustain, 

Aiwl having it they gaze x>n'it the more ; 

In th^Ir amazement like Narcissus vain. 

Whose eyes him starv'd ; so plenty makes me poor* 
Yet are mine eyes so filfed with the store 
Of that fair sight, thal^ nothing- else they brook, 

But loath the things wteh they did like before,. 
And can no more endure on them to look, 

All this world's gloiy seemeth vain to me, 

And all their dhows but shadows saving she« 
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Tell me, when shall these weary woes have end i 
Or shall their ruthless torment never cease ; 

}3ut all my days in pining languor spend. 

Without hope of asswagement or release. 

Is there no means for me to purchase peace i 
Or make agreement with her thrilling eyes, 

But that their cruelty doth still increase, 

And daily more augment my miseries. 

But when ye have shew’d all extremities, 

Then think how little glory ye have gain'd 
By slaying him, whose life though ye despise, 

Mote have your life in honour long maintain’d ; 
But by his death, which some perhaps will mono, 
Yc shall condemned be of many a one. 

xxxvii. 

What guile is this, that those her golden tresses 
She doth attire under a net of gold, 

And with sly skill so cunningly them presses, 

That which is gold or hair may scarce be told ? 

Is it that mens frail eyes, which* g^c too bold, 

She may entangle in tliat golden snare, 

And being cau^t, may craftily enfold 
Their weaker hearts, which are not well aware ? 
Take heed, therefore, mine lijyes ! how ye do stare 
Henceforth too rashly on that guileful net, 

In which, if ever ye entrapped are. 

Out of her bands ye by no i^ieans shall get. 
Fondness it were for .any, being free, , 

To covet fetters, tliough they golden be. 
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Amox, when tliroiigh tempests cruel wrack 
lie forth was throne into the greedy seas, 

Tlirough the sweet music which his harp did make. 
Allur'd a uolphin him from death to case ; 

But my rude musick, which was wont to please 
Sonic dainty cars, cannot with any skill 
The dreadful tempest of her wrath appease, 

Nor move the dolphin from her stubborn will, 

But in her pride she doth persevere still, 

All careless how my life for her decays, 

Yet with one word she can it save or spill ; 

To spill were pity, but to save wore praise. 

Chuse rather to be prais'd for doing gopd, 

Than to be blam’d for spilling guiltless blood, 

XXXIX. 

Sw KET Smile, the daughter of the Queen of Love, 
Expressing all thy inother's powerful art, 

With which she ivonts to temper angry Jt>vo, 

When all the gods he throats with thundring dart. 
Sweet is thy vertuc, as thy self sweet art ; 

For when on me thou shinedst late in sadness, 

A melting pleasance r,an through every part, 

And me revived with heart-robbing gladness. 
Whilst rapt with joy reseinhling heavenly madness, 
My soul was ravisht quite as in a trance, 

And feeling thence no more her sorrow's sadness, 
Fed on the fulness of that chearful glance ; 

More sweet than nectar or ambrosial meat 
Seem'd every liil which thenceforth I did cat. 
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j\jARK when she smiles with amialjlc cheat*, 

Ami tell me whereto can ye liken it, 

^Vhcti Oil each eye-lid sweetly do appear 
An hundred races, as in shade to sit: 
liikest it seeniolh, in my simple wit, 

Unto the fair sunshine in summer’s-day, 

Tliat when a dreadful storm away is flit, 

T(iruii<j;h the broad world doth spread his goodly ray, 
At sight whereof each bird that sits on spray. 

And every beast tl}at to his den was fled, 

Come forth afresh out of their late dismay, 

And to the light lift up their drooping head : 

So my storm-beaten heart likewise is chearM 
AVjtli that sun-shinc, when cloudy looks are clear'd. 

XLl. 

Is it her nature, or is it her will, 

To be so cruel to an humbled foe ? 

If nature, then she may it mend with skill ; 

If will, then she at wdll may will forgoc ; 

But if her nature and her will, be so, 

That slie will plague the man that loves her most, 
And take delight t’cncrcasc a wretch's woe, 

I’hen all her nature's goodly ^fts are lost. 

And til at same glorious beauty's idle boast 
Is but a bait such wretches tc^ beguile, ^ 

As being long in her love's tempest tost, 

She means at last to make her piteous spoil 
O fairest Fair ! let never it be nam'd, 

That so fair beauty was so foully shawl'd I 
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Tirr love which me so cruelly toinienteth, 

So phasing is in in> evti earnest pain, 

1 hat all the more my sorrow it augmenteth, 

The moie 1 lo^t, and do tmbiace my banc ; 

No do I wish (for wishing wire but \ain) 

To be ac<iuit lio my continual smarts 
But joy hei ihral for c\ci to icmain. 

And }Kld for jdedge my pool captived heirf, 

'I he which, th it it from he i may ne\ci stait, 

Let lui, if phase her, bind with adamant chiin. 

And from ail wandiin^ lo\es which mote perxait. 

In sih a^'-uianoc stiongH it restriin, 

Only let her ibstaui Irom ciuclty, 

And dome me not bcioie my lime to die* 

\LIII. 

Sn \LT I then silent be, oi shall I spoak ? 

And if I speik, her wiath renew I shill , 

And if I silent be my heait will bu ik, 

Oi choked be with o\ciflo\viDg eiH. 

\\h*it tvianny is this ray heart to thi ill. 

And eke my tongue with pioud ustiamt to tie, 

'lhat neither 1 may sjKak noi think at all, 

But like a stupid stock in silcnte die i 
Yet I my heait with silence secretly 
Will teach to speak, and m3 just cause to plead, 
And eke mine eyes with meek humility, 

Lo\e -learned letteis to hci eyes to read, 

Which hei deep wit, th it tiue hearts thoijght can 
Will soon concpive, and leain to construe well. 
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XLIV. 

Whek those renowned noble peers of Greece, 
Through stubborn pride among themselves did jar, 
Forgetful of the famous Golden Fleece, , 

Then Orpheus with his harp their strife did bar : 

But this continual, cruel, civil war, 

The which my self against my self do make, 

Whilst my weak powers of passions warreid are, 

No skill can stint, nor reason can aslakc : 

But when in hand my timeless harp I take, 

Then do I more augment my foes despight, 

And grief renew, and passions do awake 
To battail, fresh against my self to light ; 

^Mongst whom the more I seek to settle peace, 

The more I find their malice to increace, 

XLV. 

Leave, Lady! in your glass of crystal clean 
Your goodly self for ever more .to view, 

And in my self, my inward self I mean, 

Most lively like behold your semblant true. 

Within my heart, though hardly it can shew 
Thing so divine to view of earthly eye, 

The fair idea of your celestial hue. 

And every part, remains immortally; 

And were it not that through yoiir cruelty, 

With sorrow dimmed and defAnh'd it were, 

The goodly image of your visnomy, 

Cli^arcr than crystal would therein appear ; 

But if yoiir self in me ye plain will see, [be. 

Remove the cause by which your fair beams darkned 
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When my abode’s prefixed time is spent, 

My cruel lair straight bids me wend away; 

But then from heaven most hideous storms are sent, 
As willing me against her will to stay. 

Whom then shall I, or^ieavcn or her obey ? 

The lieavcns know best what is the best for me; 

But as she will, whose will my life doth sway* 

]\Xy lower heaven, so it perforce must be : 

But \e, high Heavens, that ail this sorrow see, 

Sitli all your tempests cannot me hold back, 
Asswage } our storms, or else both you and she 
Will both together me too sorely wrack, 

Enough it is for one man to sustain 

The storms which she alone on me doth rain. 

XLVII. 

TursT not the treason of those smiling looks, 

Until ye have ilicir guileful trains well tride, 

For they arc like but unto golden hooks, 

That from the foolish fish tlndr bates do hide ; 

So she, with llaltering'smilcB, weak hearts doth guide 
Unto her love, and tempt to their decay. 

Whom being caught, she kills with cruel pride, 

And feeds at pleasure on the w'retchcd prey ; 

Yet even whilst her jDloody^ hands them slay', 

Her eyes look lovely^' hnd upon them smile. 

That they take pleasure in their cruel play, 

And dying, do themselves of pain beguile, 

O mighty charm, which makes men love their bane, 
lAnd think the/ die with pleasure, live with pain ! 



SONNETS. 


XLVIIU 

TnN'OCKNT Paper ! whom too cruel hand 
Did make the matter to avenge her ire. 

And ere she could thy cause well understand, 
Did sacrifice unto the greedy fire ; 

Well worthy thou to have found better hire 
7'han so bad end, for hercticks ordain'd ; 

Yet hcresie nor treason didst conspire, 

Rut plead thy master’s cause, unjustly painM ; 
Whom slic, all careless of his grief, constrain'd 
To utter forth tlie anguish of Ids heart, 

And woukl not bear, when he to her coinplaitfd 
'file piteous pasdon of his dying smart : 

Vet live for ever, though against her will, 

And speak lier g<n)d, though she rc([uite it ill. 

Fair Cruel ! why are ye so tierce and cruel? 

Is it because your eyes have power to kill ? 

I’hen know, that mercy is the mighty's jewel, 
And greater glory think to save than spill, 

But if it bo your pleasure aiuhproud will 
To shew the power of your imperious eyes, 

71ien not on him that never thought you ill, 

But bend your force against your cnendes : 
l^et them feel th' utmost df yo^ ipruelties, 

And kill with looks, as cockatfices do ; 

But him that at your footstool humbled lies 
With merciful regard, give mercy to : 

Such mercy shall you make admir’d to be ; 

So shall you live by giving life to me,* 
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Long languishing in double malady 
Of my heart’s wound and of my body’s grief, 

There came to me a leach that would apply 
Fit med’eines for my body’s best relief : 

Vain Man ! quoth I, that hast but little prief 
In deep discovery of the mind’s disease. 

Is not the heart of all the body chief, 

And rules the members as it self doth plcasi' ? 

Then with some cordials seek for to appease 
*1116 inward langour of my wounded heart, 

And then my body shall have shortly ease : 

But such sweet cordials pass physicians' art. 

Then my life’s leach, do you your skill reveal, 

And with one salve both heart and body heal, 

Doi not see the fairest images 
Of hardest marble are of purpose made, 

For that they should endure through many ages, 

Nc let their famous monimets to fade ? 

Why then do I, untr^din’d in loVerfs- trade, 

Her hardness blam^ii wliich I should more commend, 
Sith never ought was, excellent assaid, 

Which was not hard t’achivc and bring to end ; 

Ne ought so hardjJ^ut he that would attend 
Mote soften it, and "tJl^his will allure ; 

So do I hope her stubborn heart to bend. 

And that it then more stedfast will endure : 

Only my pains will be the mere to get her. 

But having her, my joy will be the greater* 
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So oft as homeward I from her depart, 

I goe Jike one that, having lost the field, 

Is prisoner led away with heavy heart, 

Dispoird of warlike arms and knowen shield : 

So do I now my self a prisoner yield 
To sorrow and to solitary pain, 

From presence of my dearest dear exil’d. 
Long-while alone in langour to remain. 

Then let no thought of joy, or pleasure vain, 

Dare to approach, that may my solace breed, 

But suddain dumps, and drery sad disdain 
Of all world^s gladness more my torment feed : 

So I her absence will my penance make, 

That of my presence I my meed may take. 

The panther, knowing that his spotted hide 
Doth please all beasts, but that his looks them fray,. 
Within a bush his dreadful head doth hide, 

To let them gaze, whilst he on them may prey ; 
Right so my cruel fair wdth me doth play, 

For with the goodly semblance oY her hue 
She doth allure me to mine own decay, 

And then no mercy will unto me shew. 

Great shame it is thing so divine in view. 

Made for to be the world's mc^ornament, 

To make the bait her gazers tef imbrew ; 

Good shames to be to ill an instrument; 

But mercy doth with beauty best agree, 

As in their Maker ye them best may i^ee^ 
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Of this world's theater, iji which we stay. 

My love, like the spectator, idle sits, 

I3ehoI(]ii)^ me that all the pageants play, 

Disguising divcrsly my troubled wits, 

Souictiiues I joy, when glad occasion fits, 

And mask in mirth like to a comedy ; 

Soon after, w hen my joy to sorrow flits, 

I wail, and make my woes a tragedy : 

Yet she beholding me with constant eye, 

Delights not in m\ mirth nor rues my smart ; ' 

But when I laugh, she mocks ; and when I cry, 

She laughs, and hardens evermore her heart : 

What then can move her ? if nor mirth nor mone, 
She is no woman, but a sensloss stone. 

LV, 

So oft as I her beauty do behold, 

And there-with do her cruelly compare, 

I marvail of what substance was the mould 
The which her made attonce so cruel fair* 

Not earth, for licr high thoughts more heavenly are; 
Not water, for her love doth burn like fire ; 

Not air, for she is not so light or rare ; 

Not fire, for she doth 'freeze with faint desire : 

'flien needs another clement in<|uire 
Whereof slie mote lx.^made, that is the sky ; 

For to the heaven her ^haughty looks aspire. 

And eke her love is pure immortal hy. 

Then sith to heaven yc likened are the best, 

Be like in mercy as in ail the rest* 
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Fa I a ye be sure, but cruel and unkind^ 

As is a tyger, that with greediness 

Hunts after blond, when lie by chance doth find 

A feeble beast, doth felly him oppress. 

Fair be ye sure, but proud and pitiless 
As is a storm, that all things doth prostrate, 

J'iuding a tree alone all comfortless, 

Beats on it strongly it to ruinato. 

Fair be ye sure, but hard and obstinate 
As is a rock amidst the raging hoods, 

’Gainst which a ship, of succour desolate, 

Doth sullbr wreck both of her self and goods. 

That ship, that tree, and that same beast, am 1, 
^Vbom ye do wreck, do ruin, aiid destroy* 

LVII. 

SwKET Warrioiir! when shall I have peace with 
High time it is this war now ended were, * 

Which I no longer can endure to sue, 

Ne your incessant battry more to bear: 

So weak my powers, so sore my wounds appear, 
That w'oiuler is how 1 should live a jot, 

Seeing my heart ihrough-launced every where 
Witfi thousand arrows which your eyes have shot: 
Yet shoot ye sharply still, and spare me not, 

But glory think to make ihcsj^jrucl stourcs. 

Ye cruel Onel what glory can be got 
In slaying him that would live gladly youi’s ? 

Make peace, therefore, and grant me timely grace, 
That all my wounds will heal in little space* 
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Lvin, 

To Atr that w nmt tmuted to herselj. 
w eaK is ill’ a‘ssuiance that weak flesh reposotli 
111 her own p<»w ic, and scorneih t>tlu*rs’ aid ; 

’Ihat soonest tails, wht^ii as she niobt supposeth 
Her s«*]f assiiiM, ami is <»f aouj^Ut aflruirh 
All flesh IS tiad, and all her strength iinsiaid. 

Like a \ain haidde hlowea up with an ; 

Do\<)Uiin» 7 line and changeful Chance lia\c proyM 
Her glorious pride, that none may it lepair. 

No none bo iich or so btroug in fair, 

But hiileth, 11 listing on hi'* own assurance ; 

And he that staiuleth on tUe highest shor 
Fallsk lowest ; for on caith nought hath endurance, 
"Vl^hy then <lo ye, proud Fair I mi ‘-deem so fan, 
That to >our self je most asbured arc I 
n.\, 

TL iiarci: happy "lie that is so well ObsuFd 
Unto her self, and settled so in heait. 

That nojihcr will for better be allin'd 
Ke fcart (<1 worse with any chance to start, 

But like a sk'ddy >bip, tloth ‘trongl> part 
The laging waves, and keeps hei couise aiighl ; 

Nc cuglit lor tempest doth Irom U dep«irt, 

Ne <»nght foi fairer weathei’s lahe dehglit. 

Such sell ii'^urance nfc;<«l nor four the spight 
Of grudging foes, iie favour seek of fi lends j 
But in the stay of her own stedfast might. 

Neither to one her self nor other bends. 

Most happ) shec that most assurM noth rest,. 

But he most happy who such o’lc loves best. 
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They tbatiiixoiJs^ are skiird^ 

To every point bis f^uni]fry;»yeju% . 

Ill ivhieb heit eircks' voydgoJs/MiUiy, 

As Mars in tbripescorc yoars^^iothwn liis.spUeari 
Sq since the winged god ius planet clesii* 

Began in me to move, one year is ffpent, 

The which doth longer unto me appear 
Than all thostr forty which my life out-went. 

Then by that count, w^hich lovers 1;ooks invent, 

The sphoiir of Ciij>id forty years contains, 

Which I have wasted iadong ianguishm.ent, 

’fhat seenfd the longer for my greater pains ; 

But lot my love's Jail* phinct short her ways 
This year cusuing, or short my days. 

Thi; glorious image Of the Maker's beauty, 

. My soveraign' Smni i my I hough h 

Dare uat-henceforth^ above the bounds of. duty, 
T^f^use of pride, or rashly blame for ought 5 

born, 

. kicssed ^its upbrought, 

feT'yifth 'her 'gifts .uddrn, 
vTfo'feud'of ^ of the morn, * 

l4e wliom mortaU'y^ admire, 

' but ^c'sAcxuld scorn- , 

iUiUgSi thjatdb |ter loWdoo bold aspite ? 

Suoh h^avhdy . rktbei* ^^i^hipt he, 



SONNETS. 


i/B 


XXII. 

rtiE weary Year his race now having run, 

'i'he new begins his compast course auew ; 

\Vitb shew of morning mild he hath begun, 
H(>tokening peace and plenty tu ensew. 

So Id wjiicli this change of weather view, 
Cimuge eke our minds, and former lives amend; 
The old yearns sins forepsist, let us eschew, 

And dy the faults with which we did olVond : 

Then slnili tlic new-year's joy fortli freshU send 
Into llie glooming world his ghuls« m laV; 

And all these storms which no\v his beruty blend, 
Sbaii turn to calms, and timely clear away. 

So likewise. Level chear you your heavy sprigbt, 
And change old year's annoy to new delight. 

L’CIII. 

Af TKR long storms and tempests sad a^say. 
Which hardly 1 endured heretofore, 

In di'Ou<l of death and dangerous dismay. 

With which my silly bark vKtS tossed sore, 

1 do ai length descry the liappy shore, 

III which I hope* ere long for to arrive ; 

Fair sod il seems Ltun far, and fraught with store 
Of all that denr and dainty is «H\e. 

MiM happy he that can at last utehieve 
The joyous saletyuof so sweet a iTsl, 

Whose least delight sulliceth to deprive 
Remembrance ol all pains win<’h him opprest. 

All pains are mdbing in respect of thb, 

AU sarro\ys short that gain etcnial bliss. . 
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LKIV, 

C\>jVtiXG t<i kiss her lips (such grace 1 found) 

Aid seem’d I smelt a garden of swoi't rlowrc'!, 

■fhai dainty odours from them threw aroiiml, 

For dam/ols fit to deck their lovers’ howres, 

Her hps did smoll like unto gilhllowres, 

Her mddy chocks like unto roses veil, 
i.ler hiiowy brows like budded hcliumuures, 
lier lovely eyes like pinks but newly spied, 

>h*r i>oo<lly bosom liken strawberry bed. 

Her neck like k* a bunch of cullambines, 

Her biv^t like lilhes ere thoii leaM's be shod, 

Her nippies like young biossomki jessamines : 

Such tVngrant ftuwres do give most odorous simdl, 
liut her svect oilotir did them ail excoL 

LXV. 

V. doubt which yc misdeem, fair lo\e I h vain, 
'?'hai loudly fear to lose your liberty, 

H'iien los-ing one, two libejilit^s ye gain, 

And make him boiuid that bondage erst did fiy. 
Sv\e<!t be the bands the which true Love doth tye, 
Without eoiLstraint or dread of aliy ill; 

'j'he gentle bird feels no captivity 
Within her cage, but sings and fiieds her fill. 

Then; pride dare not approach, nor discord syili 
The league "'twixt them, that loval love hath bound, 
Bui simple truth and mutual go4)d-^vill 
Seeks with sweet peace lo salve imch of hcr’s woujid ; 
Then; Faith doth fearless dvvcll in briuseu towre, 
And vSpotlcss Pleasure buildji her sacred ^bow re.- 
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rp r,. .. i-xvr., , 

*1*®® ha(>py blessing which ye haye 

^js one dispavagettcnt they to -you gave. 

That ye yo,^ love l«il to.s^ hifeui a one j 
1 e whorehigb wotdsj sarpas^Bg paragon, 
Could notjiia earth haye found oae fit'for mate, 
Ne btit^ip 

Why yc;stb!op%(^- I 

Butj.tt thereby mtich ^^^'glWy>;gate - 
Than had yc . 

Por now yopnligHd^ 

And in my.ddrhness pWter doth appear : 

Yet sini^ yoH5,];|^ j(jirth dnee enluroin'd me, 
i ifeijex 'yciiy!%44ill ‘^erdus^d be* • ■ ^ 

himtsman altipr^^ry chace, ■> 
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i.xviir. 

JMosr glorious I,oid of hie that on this day 
Oidst make thy triumph ovei Death and Sm, 

Vn/I ha\ing harrowed hell, didst bung away 
Captivity thenco -captive, us to win, 

*I hib jovoub day, dear Loid • with joy begin, 

And grant that wc for whom thou diddest dy, 
llcing with thy dear blood clean wash’d flora sin, 
May live tor ever in klicity , 

And that thy love wc weighing worthily, 

May likewise love thee for the same again ; 

\nd toi thy sake, that ali**hke dear didst buy, 
>\ith love may owe anothei entertain. 

So let us love, clear Love * like as we ought ; 
Love IS the lesson which the Lord us taught. 

Tin famous wan tours of the antique woild 
Ls’d tiQphees to erect in stately wise, 

In which they would the records have enroll’d 
Ot their great deeds and valorous empnse. 

What tiophee, then, bhall I mosf fit devise, 

In which 1 may retard the memory 

Of my love's conquest, pfierkss beauty's prise, 

Adorn'd with horipurj love, and chastity ? 

Iven this verse, vow'd to et^ilUty, 

Shall be thereof momment^ 

Ami tells her praise 

That ma^ admire su^lbc^<4^arare wonderment, 

Theligppy puwbaau spof^ 
Gottoh at vvith labour ^ Icmg toil, % 
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txx. 

Fulfill Spring;, the herald of lovers mighty king, 

in whose coat-arinonr richly arc displaid 

All sort’- of flowTcs the which on earth do spring, 

In goodly colours gloiioitsly arra3f*d, 

Go to lu} love, whoio she is careless laid, 

Yet in her winter’s bowrc not well awake, 

Tell hei the Time will not be staid, 

Unless she do him by tbc forc-lock take : 

Bid ho, therefore, bei self soon ready make 
To wait on Lo-vo amongst his lovely crew, 

Wheie every one that misscth then her make 
Shall be by him amcarst with penance dew* 

Make haste, therefore, sweet Love! whilst it isprime, 
For none can call again the passed time* 

I*XX1* 

I loy to see how in your di awen work 
Youi self unto the bee 50 do coinpate, 

And me unto the spider, that doth luik 
In ctose await to catch her unaware : 

Riglit so your self were caught m cunning snaic 
Of a dear foe, and thi ailed to his love, 

In whose stiaight bands now^ captivod are 
So firmly, that }c nevej may remove s 
But as your work is woven all about 
With woodbind floWers and fragrant eglantine, 

So sweet your prison yoii in time shall prose, 

With many dear delight bedecked line. 

And all thenceforth eternal peace shall see ' 
Between tlin spidfet a»d the geWte bee* 
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Lxxn. 

(^jpT when my 8 |>iut doth spread hci bolder win^s, 
111 mind to mount up to the purest sky, 
it <i(»nn IS A\<.igh*d with thought of caithly things^ 
\ id < \ ith buidcn of mortality, 

W h(u 'i\hcn that soNcrai^ii beauty it doth sp>, 
Ilc^ciublj ig hcavtiiN gloiy in hci light, 
lb » vn with ^wcet pleasure's bait it bark doth fly, 
And unto hca\<ns forgets her foimei flight, 
lluK my hail fanc}, fed with fidl delight, 
i'toi 1 b itlu in bhss, and mantkth most at ea‘Jc, 

Nr ihinks of otlici heaven, but bow it miglit 
llrj 1 c II t\ desiio with most couttntmeni plcast. 

11 ait mtd not wish none olht r happiness 
r»iu hoie on earth to have suth hea\cu*s blisi^ 
txxiii. 

JBving inj self captiv'd heie in rare, 

lit nt, whom none with senile bands ean fye, 
But iht. fur Hesses of join golden hair, 

Ijm iking his prison,, fuith to jou doth fly; 

Like as a bird, that in one's hand doth spy 
Dtsurd food, to It doth make his fliglit ; 

E,en so my heait, that wont qu ^our (ah e^e 
To feed his fill, flics hack unto joui <-)ght. 

Do \ou lui 1 take, and in join bosom bnght 
Gtutly engage, that he may bf yom thrall ; 
Pcibap^ he thenemay with laie delight, 
lo sing joui name apd |>rjEuses over all, 

I eat it hcieaffer may j ou not lepent, ^ 

Him lodging ui yoiu bosom to h^ve 
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LXKIV. 

3Most hdpp} kttcis, fjAm'd b) skillul tiadi*, 

W jth which that happy name was fust design d, 
'Iho which t’uct tunes thiice happy hath me made 
With gifts of hod}, foitune and of mind. 

Ihc fns(, rnv bcin^ to mega\o by kind, 

1 rom mothers womb dcinM by dui dcsctnl, 

1 he sc( oiul, IS inv so\ciaign queen most kind, 
lliat honour ai d lar<»c nehes to me lent, 
lh( tliiid, m\ love, my lile's last ornament, 

Jly whom my spun out of dust was taisM ; 

To speak hei praise and gloiv excellent, 

Ot all alive most woithy to be piais'd. 

\ e thiee Kli/abeth^ ’ foi ever live, 

'lhat thieo sWth giaccs did unto me give. 

LVW. 

OvF day I wrote* hei name upon the stiand, 

But tame the waves and washed n away ♦ 

Agim J VMote it vvuh a seeoinl hand, 

But rame the tide, and made mv pains his prey. 

\ am hlan * sjjd shes^ that doost lu vain assay 
A mortal thing so to luimortali/e*, 

Toi I my self shall like to this decay. 

And eke my name be wiped out likewise. 

Not so, quoth I, let baaei things device 
To die m dust, but you shall live by fame ; 

My veise your vertues rare shall etcrai/c, 

And m the heavens write youv glouous name, 
'Where, whenas Death shall all the woxld subdew, 
Out love shall live, a2»l later life renew. 



SONNETS. 


285 


XXXVI. 

1' AIR bosom, frau»Ut with vertucS richest treasure, 
The iu\st of 1^0 VC, the lodging of Delight, 

The bowro of Bliss, the paradise of Pleasure, 
'rhc'sdned harbour of that heaven]}' sjinght, 

Ilow vas 1 iMvishM with }Our lovely sight, 

Anti my frail thoughts too rashly led astiu}, 

Whiles diving deep through amorous insight, 

Oil the svvt»et spoil ol beauty tht‘} did prey ? 

And 'twixt her paps, like earlv fiuit in May, 

Whose harvest seem'd to hasten now apace, 
riiov loosely did their wanton wings display, 

And (heic to rest themselves did boldly place. 

SwTi t thoughts, 1 envy your so happy ivst, 

Wiiicli oft I wish’d, yet never was so blest. 

xxKvn. 

W vs it a dream, or did I see it plain ? 

A goodly table of pure ivory 

All spread with juncats, lit to eateriaiii 

The greatest prince with pompous royally, 

’INlongst which there in a sih.er <ljsh did lie 
Two gold(*n apples of unvalu’d price, 

I’ar passing thoio which Hercules came by. 

Or those which Atahintadid entice; 

1‘iXrecding sw’ect, yet void of sinful vice, 

’ihat many sought, yet none could ever taste, 

Sweet fiuit of pleasure, brought from Paradise 
By Love himself, and in hts garden plac'd. 

Her brest that table was, so richly spred, [fed. 
My thoughts thegufests, which couitl thereon have 
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Xjackino my iovc, I go from place fo place, 
Like a young taw a thaf late liatli lost the Lind^ 
And seek each w lit re where Itul I saw her face, 
Whose image yet I cany fresh in mind. 

I seek the Jields, with her late footing signM, 

I seek her hov je, wdih her late presence deck't ; 
Yet nor in field nor 1 k>wic I cau her find. 

Yet field and how re arc full of her aspect; 

But \>hen mino c^'es 1 thereunto direct, 

The}" idly hack return to me again ; 

And wild) 1 hope to see their true object, 

1 fnul nj) self but fed with fancies vain. 

Cease then, mine Eyes I to seeX her self to see, 
And let my thoughts behold her seif in me. 

X.XXIX. 

Ml, N call 5 "ou fair, and you do credit it, 

For that your '•clf ye dail} such do see, 

Bill the true fair, that is, the gentle wit. 

And vertuous mind, is much more prais'd of me ; 
For all the rest, how ever fair it he, 

Shall turn to naught, and lose that glorious hue ; 
But only that is penn^neiit and fiee 
From frail corruption, that doth flesh ensew : 
That is tiue beauty ; that doth argue you 
I'o be divine, and born of hoiveniy seed, ' 
Derived from that fair Spirit from whom all true 
And perfect beauty did at first proceed : 

He only fair, wA what he. fair bath made ; 

All other, fair, hhc flowre^^ untimely fade. 
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txxx. 

After lon^ a race as I have run [pile. 

Through Tair) -Lar\<*, v^huh those Six Books com * 
Gi\c leave to rest mo, being half foiodun, 

And gather to myself new breath a'wlule: 

Then as a steed refreshed alter toil, 

Out of my piison 1 will break anew. 

And stoutly will that second work assoil, 

With strong ondea\our and attention due. 

Till th<*n give leave to me in pleasant mew 
'Fo spent my Muse, and sing love's sweet praise, 
T’lie tontemplatlon i>f whose heavenly hue 
M\ spirit to an higher pitch will raise: 

But let her praises yet be low^ and mean, 

Fit toi the hand-maid of the Fairy Queen, 
txxxi. 

V \ ru is my love, when her fair golden bans 
With the loose wind 30 waving chance to mark. 

Kill when the rose in her rod cheek a]>poais, 

Oi in her eyes the lire of love doth spaik ; 

Fair when her brest, like a Ach laden bark 
With precious merchandize, ^he forth doth lay ; 
Fair when that cloud of pride, which oft doth dark 
Her goodly light, with smilcj, she drives a'^ay; 

But fairest she when so she doth display 
The gate with pearls and rubies iicbly dight, 
Through which her ^ords so wi^e do make their \va\ , 
To bear the message of her gentle spright : 

The rest be works of Nature's wonderment, 

But this the ‘w'ork of hearts' astonishment. 
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Joy oi my lifes full oft ioi loving you 
I bless my lot that \Nds so Imk^ plac’d , 

But tlu n the moie \oui own mishap X lue, 

That aie so much by so imaii ]o\c embasV! , 

Fni ji ul the equal hea\om much you grac’d 

In this as 111 the jest, \o mote iinent 

Some h( axcnlv wit, w hose \crsc couki base enchas'd 

\oui glouous naim in golden muniment: 

lUit since yo dt^n’d so goodly to lekiiL 

To rat M)ui thiall, in whom is little woith, 

That little that I am shall all bi spent 
In Setting youi immoital piaiscs foith, 

Whose lott> aigunient up-littin^ me, 

Shall Jiit you up unto an high dtgice. 

LXWlil. 

Ln not one spaik ol iilthy IiHtfnl iln 
Break out, that may hii sacietl pi ace molest, 

^0 one light ^Lmee of sensual cU'^ire 
Attempt to woik hci gtntle mimr^ unitst. 

But puie aflei tions, biKil m spoilers bjest, 

And modest thoughts biealh’d liom well-tcmper'd 
Go visit hti 111 hci chaste bowie ot icst, [•'pnghljs, 
At company 'd with angel like delights; 

Theie hll your sik with thv/M most joyous sights. 
The whid) my sill could nevei yet attain, 

But q^eak no woid to hci ot these sad plights, 
Which hei too constant stillness doth coustiam; 
Only behold her xare petfeCtton, 

And bliss your fox tune's fair election. 
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LXXXIV, 

The world, that cannot deem of worldly things, 
\¥ben I do praise her, say 1 do but flatter ; 

So doth the ciickow, when the mavis sings, 

Begins his witless note apace to chatter. 

But they that skill not of so heavenly matter. 

All that they know not envy or admire ; 

Rather than envy let them wonder at lier, 

But not to deem of her <lescrt aspire. 

Deep in the closet of my parts entire 
Uer worth is written with a golden quill, 

That me with heavenly fury doth inspire, 

And my glad molilh with her sweet praises fill, 
Which when as Fame in her shrill trump shall thunder, 
Let the world chusc to envy or to wonder. 

EXXXV, 

V EX K MO US tongue, tipt with vile adder's sting, 

Of that self kind with which the P'uries fell 
Tlieir snaky heads do comb, from which a spring 
Of poisoned Avords and spightful speeches well, 

Let all the plagues and horrid pains of hell 
Upon thee fall for thine ac^iirsed hire, 

I'hat with false forged lyes, which thou didst tejd, 

In my true love did stir up coals of ire. 

The sparks whereof let kindle thine own iirc, 

And catching hold on thine own wicked head, 
Consume thee quite, tlmt didst with guile conspire 
In my sweet peace siiclf brwhes to have bred. 
Shame be thy and'mischicf thy reward, 

Due to thy §df, that itTdt me prepar’d. 
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SivCE 1 difi lexvf the picsencc of my lo\c, 
long weaiy da>s I have out-x\orn, 

And mciny nights, that slowly seem'd to move 
'Ihcji sad notiact iiom f veniog until morn . 

1 oi \\ hen as day the heaven dt>th adorn, 

I wisli that night the noyous da} would end » 

And wluuas night hath us of light torlorn, 

1 wish tint day w<»uld shoitl} re-ascend. 

Thus 1 the flint with expectation spend, 

Ari<i lain in> glut with changes to beguile, 

That luitlui seems his teiin still to extend, 

And maketh (veiy minute seem a mil' • 

So SOI low still doth sicm too long to last, 

But j<)}Ous houib do fly away too fast. 

1 X\XV II* 

Si\c I I ha^e Kekt the comfoit of that light, 
Ihe which was wont to lead lU} thoughts astia}, 
1 wander asm daikness ol the night, 

Afliaid of cvei} danger's lexst disiiia} : 

Ne ought I see, though m the ckaiest day. 
When otheis ga/c upon then shadows vam, 

But th' Old} image ot that heavenly la}, 

Wh< uof some glance doth in nunc e}e icmam; 
Of whuh bx holding the idea plain, 

Thiough ronttni|d .non of my puicst pail. 

Wall liAit the Hot I do my self sustain. 

And theieou feed my love-aflamishl heart; 

But with such bin^htncs-i whilst I fill my mmd^ 

I staive my body, and mine eyes do blind. 
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Likt as <lio culver on tbe baicd bougli 
bits moiumrifl: foi the absence ot hci mate, 

And m her songs scuds many a nishiul vow 
1 oi bis return, th it seems to huger late ; 
bo I ilone, now kit disconsolate, 

Moui n to my self the abst nee ot my love. 

And vvaude iing be le and thcic all desolate, 
i>e(k with 111} plaints to match that iiiouinhil dove, 
Nejov oi ought that uudc! hi a\ on doth hove 
Cxn lointort in , but hci own )0>oiis sight, 

WJiose sweet aspect both God and man can move. 
Ill lici unspotted ph isiiice to d< light 
Daik H 111} da\ w lulls hi i fair light 1 miss, 

And dead my life, that wauls such lively bliss. 
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i'o the ifght her cui able and vertuous lad}) 

HELENA, 

MARCniONKSS OP KOUTII A5IPTON* 

I II A VE the rather presumed htmblp to offer mfo pom 
Honour the dedkation of thh UftteEaem^ for that 
the noble and vertuous genfieuoman of u horn it v 
uiitten^ uus by match^ neat allud^ and m afftchoti 
greathi dtioiid, unto pour I adpshp. The oeca^ioo 
uhp 1 u,toie the ^ame, um as xietl the gnat good 
Jamexihkh I heard of her decease d<^ as the pat ttculai 
good-wdl nhich T bear unto her husband ^lastc^ 
Atehur Ootges^ a loxer of karnlnc:, and vertue, 
Vihost house ^ as pour Ladpship bp mattiage hath 
honoured^ so do 1 find the name of them, hp many 
notable u cords, to be of great antiquity tn this 
tcahn, and siuh as hate ever botne thinmhcs uiih 
honuu table teputaiion to the •world, and mspofUd 
lopaltp to that' pt tm e ami count tp * btsidi s, so Imeally 
are thtp dcscunUd fnm the Ilorianhf as that the 
Ladp Ann ilowatdy eldest daughla to John Duke of 
Notjolle was wife to Sit Edmund, mother to Sii 
lAiuatd, and giand-molher to Sir IViUiatn and Sir 
Thomas Corgi s, Knights; and then/ore I do assure 
mpselfthat no due honour done to the White Uon, 
but will be most gtaUful to pour iMdpshtp, whose 
husband and thildten do so neat Ip pat tkipate with the 
blood of that noble Jam dp. So in ail dutp J letom* 
mend this Pamphlet^ and the good acceptance thereoj, 
io pour honourable favour and pi otecUon, 

Your Hwoufs humblp 4vcr, 

lA)rdon, 6r$t o£ 

Janu.i-y, Wt, 


SPfiNSEB, 
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AT-EVEB. mnn he be whose heavy mind, 

\Viih grief of mournful great jnishap opprest, 

1 it matter for his cares increase would lind, 
f.ot rend the rueful plaint herein exprest, 

Oi one, I ween, the wofurst man alive, 5 

r.v<ui sa<l AIcy^)ii, whose cmpierccd bicst 
bliarp sorrow did in thousand pieces ri\e. 

But whoso else in pleasure findelh sense, 

Or in this wretched life doth take delight, 

l.et liiin be banish'd far away from hence ; 30 

Ne let the Sacred Sisters here he hight, 

Though they of sorrow hea\dly can sing, 

i'or even their heavy song would breed delight j 

But here no tunes, save sobs and groncs, shall ring. 

Instead of them and their sweet harmony, life 

Let those three Fatal Sisters, whose sad hands 
Do weave the direful threds of Dfcstiny, 

And in their wrath break off the vital bands. 
Approach hereto ; and let the dreadful Queen* 

Of Darkness deep come frain the Stygmn stmndH, \ 
And grisly ghosts, to hear this doleful teeii. SO 



To Ihe iijyht Iionomabie and \irtiions ia(i}| 

IILLENA, 

M <MIC1110NLSS or NORIII AMPION. 

I HAVE Hic ralhi r presumed humhlt/ to offer unto ^our 
Hmovi the dednutton of fh^ httlc IV w, fm that 
thi noble and *iiituom sunthtiomnv of tiho}ii it ts 
uiitferif uas by match^ mat allied^ am! tn npatiori 
greatly deleted^ unto your I adpkip. Tk occasion 
uhy 1 XU oft thi same, was as well the great good 
Jame u hith I heard of hit dec^asfd^ as the paittcidat 
^omi-wdl which T bear m to ho hushand Mastu 
Atthhi GoigLS^ a loiei of Itaimng and 
whose honsi, as your lady dap by viaruoge hath 
/mound f so do I find t/it name of them, by many 
notabk laords, to be if great antiquity tn this 
nalm, and smh as have ner borne themsehes xuUs 
honoinabk nputatiou to the wot Id, and ansjofttd 
loyalty to t/iett pi vice and i otmtry hi sidt 50 lintully 
me tluy dtsandid from the Howards^ as that ihe 
Lady Aim llowaidy ddest da tight a to J^ohn Duke of 
Noifolhe was wife to Sit Ldmmd, mAer to Sii 
EduaiJ, and grand-mothu to Sir ft 
Ihonias Gut ^is, Knights , and then form I do assine 
my self that no due honour done to the Jf hite Lion, 
but will bi most grateful to your ladyship, whose 
husband and Mdten do so ntar ly p n Cmpatc with the 
blood of that noble Jjumi/y, So m all duty I ntom^ 
mend this Pamphlet, and the good acceptance thereiff, 
to your honourable favour and protection, 

Vour IJmur's humbly acr, 

Ijw. don> this hii>t of 
January, 


hS>, SrBKSFR. 
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W’^ciAT-LVCii man he be whose heax'j mind, 

\\ itn grief of mournful gif^dt mishap opprest, 

J"it riuitlor foi hib taro^ inciease would jfiiuK 
I c* Had the luidul plaiut heiem expiest, 

()i OIK, I ween, the wolufst man alive, 5 

Lvtn sad Alcyon, whobc empieiced bi(*st 
bhaip boirow did m thousand pieces ti\e* 

But whoso elae in jilcasure findeth sense, 

()i 111 this wictched life doth take delight, 

I et him be banisliM far away ftom hence ; lo 

Ne let the Sacred Sisters heie be hight, 

'riiough they of sorrow heavily ran sing, 
for <*ven their heavy song would breed delight ; 

But here no tunes, save sobs and groncs, shall iing. 

Instead of them and their swxet haimon^, J > 

l-et those three Fatal Sisters, whose sad hands 
Do wea\e the diieful threds of Dbstins, 

And in their wiath bteak off the Mtal bands. 
Approach hereto ; and let the dreadful Queen* 

Of Darkness deep come from the Stygian strands, 
And grisly ghosts, to hear this doleful teen. 
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In gloomy evening, when the weary sun, 

A her his day’s long labour drew to rest, 

And sweaty steeds, now having over-run 
The compast sky, 'gan water in the west, 25 

1 walk’d abroad to breathe the freshing air 
In open fields, whose llowTing pride, opprest 
AVith early frosts, had lost their beauty fair. 

I hcrc came unto my mind a troublous thought, 
Which daily doth my weaker wit possess, 30 

Nc lets ii rest until it forth have brought 
Jler long-horn infant, fruit of heaviness, 

Wiiich she conceived hath through meditation 
Of this world's vainness and life's wretchedness, 
That )ct my soul it deeply doth empassion. 35 

So as I mused on the misery 

In which men li>e, and I of many most, 

^losi miserable man, I did espj'^ 

Where towards me a sory wight did cost. 

Clad all in black, that mourning did bewray, 40 
And Jacob's staff in hand devoutly crust, 

Like to some pilgrim come from far away. 

His careless locks, uncombed and unshorn, 

Hung long adown, a;id beard all over-grown, 

Tiiat well he seem'd to be some wight forlorn : 45 

Down to the earth his heavy eyes were thrown, 

As loat^iing light; and ever as he went 
He sighed o&, and inly deep did grone, 

M if his heart in pieces would have rent. 
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Approaching nigh, his tVice I viewed nerc, 

And by the scmblant of his count cnauncc 
]Me seem’d I had his person seen elsewhere, 

Most like Alcyon seeming at a ghuincc; 

Alcyon he, the jolly shepherd swain, 

'I'hat wont full merrily to pipe and daunco, 

And fill with plcasance every wood and plain. 

Yet half in doubt, because of his disguise, 

I softly said, Alcyon ! There-withall 
lie look’d aside as in disdainful wise, 

Yet stayed not, till I again did call: 

Then turning btick, he said, with hollow sound, 

Who is it that doth name me, woful thrall, 

’I’lic wrctchedst man that treads this day on ground ? 

One whom like wofulness impressed deep, 

Hath made fit mate thy wretched case to hear, (>5 
And given like cause with thee to wail and weep ; 
Grief finds some ease by him that like docs boar. 
Then stay, Alcyon, gentle Shepherd I stay, 

(Quoth J) till thou have to my trusty ear 
Committed what thee doth so ill apay. 70 

Cease, foolish Man ! (said he, half wrotbfully) 

To seek to hear that which cannot be told, 

For the huge anguish which dtlth multiply 
My dying pains, no tongue can well unfold ; 

Ne do I care that any should bemone * 75 

My hard mishap, or any weep that would, 

But seek alone to weep and die alone. 
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Then be it s >, quoth 1, that thou aic bem 
To die «T.lojU‘, unpiticd, unplained ; 

Yet eie thou du*, it wcie cou\cnicut 80 

To tell the cause which thee thereto constrained, 
Lest that the woiid tbec dead accuse of 
And say, when thou of none shalt bo muintained, 
That thou tor secict ciiiue thy* blood hast spilt. 

^Vho life does loath, and longs to be unbound. 8 5 
Fioin the stiong shackUs ol bad llosli, tpiotli he, 
Nought cares at all what they that live on ground 
Deem the occasion of his death to be ; 

Rather desiics to be forgotten quight. 

Than qu< slum made ol his calamity , 9(* 

Fur heaits deep sorrow hates both life and light. 

Yet sitli so much thou seemNt to lue my grief, 

And car'bt for one that tor himself caies nought, 
I^Sign of thy lo\e, though nought for iny relief, 

For my relief o^iccedeth lising thought) 05 

1 will to thee this hea\y case relute ; 

Then heaiKen well rill it to end be brought. 

For never didst thou hear more haplcsb fate. 

Whilome I us*d (as thou nght well doost know) 
JVIy little flock on w^eslein downs to keep, 100 
Not fur from whence Sabrina's stream doth flow, 
And flowrie banks with siher liquor steep ; 

Noughf car'd I then for woiidly change or chance, 
For all my joy yvas on my gentle sheep. 

And to my pipe to caroU and to daunect 105 
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‘‘ It there befell, as 1 the fields did range 
Fearless and free, a fair young lioness, 

White as the native rose before the change 
Which Venus* blood did in her leaves impress, 

I spyed playing on thegrassie plain 110 

Her youthful sports and kindly wantonness, 

That did all other beaste in beauty stain. 

Much was I moved at so goodly sight, 

Whose like before mine eye had seldom seen, 

And gan to cast bow 1 her compass might, 115 
And bring to hand that yet had never been : 

So welt 1 wrought with mildness and with pain, 

I'hat 1 her caught disporting on the green. 

Ami brought away fast bound with silver chain. 

And afterwards I handled her so fair, 120 

l‘hat though by kind she stoat and salvage were, 
For being born an ancient Uon*$ heir, 

And of the race that all wild beasts do fear, 

Yet I her framed, and won so to my bent, 

That she became so meek and fttild of chear, 125 

As the least lamb in aH my flock that went : 

^ • 

For she in field, where-ever I did wend, 

Would wend wdth me, and wait by me all day ; 

And all the night that 1 in watch did spend, 

If cause requir'd, or else in sleep, if nay, 13^ 

She would all night by me or watdh or sleep ; 

And ever more when 1 did sleep or play, 

She of my flock would take full wary keep. 
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Safe then, and safest were my silly sheep, 

Ne feared the wolf, nc fear’d tlie wildest beast, 135 
All were I drown'd in careless qAiict deep: 

Aly lovely lioness without behest 
So careful was for them, and for my good. 

That wh'iin I waked, neither most nor least 
I found miscarried or in plain or wood, 140 

** Oft did the shepherds, which my hap did hear, 
And oft their lasses, which my luck envidc;, 

Daily resort to me from far and near, 

To see my lioness, whose praises wide 

Were spread abroad, and when her worthiness 145 

Much greater than the rude report they try*d, 

They her did praivSe, and my good fortune bless. 

“ Long thus I joyed in my happiness, 

And well did hope my joy would have no end ; 

But oh !, fond Man ! that in world's fickleness 150 
Reposedst hope, or weenedst her thy friend 
That glories most in mortal miseries, 

And daily doth her 'changeful counsels bend 
To make new Jiuitter fit for tragedies ; 

.For whilst I was thus witliout dread or doubt, ' 
A cruel Salyre with.-his murdrous dart, 15fi 

Greedy of mischief, ranging all about, 

Gave her the fatal wound of deadly smart, 

And reft from me my sweet companion, 

And reft from me my lote, jay life, my heart : 1^0 
My. lioness (ah, woe is me i) is gone! 
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** Out of tlic world thus was she reft away^ 

Out of the world, unworthy such a spoil. 

And born to heaven, for heaven a fitter prey ; 

Much fitter then the Lion, which with toil 
Alcides sIcav, and fix'd in firmament; 

Her now I seek throughout this earthly soil, 

And seeking miss, and missing do lament/' 

Therewith he 'gan afresh to warl and weep, 

That I for pity of his heavy plight 170 

Could not abstain mine eyes with tears to steep ; 
But when I saw the anguish of his spright 
Some deal allay'd, I him bespake again; 

Certes, A ley on, painful is thy plight, 

That it in me breeds almost equal pain. 1?5 

Yet doth not my dull wit well understand 
"I’hat riddle of thy loved lioness, 

For rare it seems in reason to be scan'd, 

That man, who doth the whole world's rule possess, 
Should to a beast his noble heart embase, 180 
And be the vassal of his vassaless ; 

U’hercforc more plain arcad this doubtful case. 

Then sighing sore, “ Daphne thou knew'st, quoth he, 
She now is dead;" ne mure endur'd to say, 

•But fell to ground for great •extremity ; . LS5 

That I beholding it, \Yitb deep dismay 
Was much apall'd, ami lightly him upreaVing, 
Revoked life, that Would have fled away. 

All were my self, through giief, in deadly drearing* 
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Then 'gan I him to comfoit ali my best, JpO 

And with mild coiuisail stio\e to mitigate 
The stoim) passion of hib troubled bresf, 

But he tluub^ was more enipassionatc ; 

As ‘‘tubborn steed, that is with cuib ustiaincd, 
Becomes moie fierce and ter\ent in his gate, 195 
And breaking fuith at last thus deanil^ pUintd . 

1 . 

What man hcncefoith that breatheth \ital air 
A\illhonoui llcavtn, oi hea^cnl^ powers adore ^ 

M ii ch so unjusth do then judgments share 
*JMonj;bl t iitH> wights, as to atfiict so *^010 200 

Ihe inno<int, is those which do UansgicS', 

And do not sp lu the best or tinest, moie 
Ih in worst 01 foulest, but do both oppics*', 

“ If this be light, wh\ did tiny then create 

Ihi voild so tan, sith 1 niness is neglected ? 205 

<)i wh> be they themsehes immaculate, 

It pan st tilings be not bj thi m respected ? 
bin fin, she puie, most fni, most puic she was, 

Wt w IS b> them as thing impuic rejictcd , 

\et she in pureness luasen it stlf did pass. 210 

In piiu ness and ui ali cclestiil giace, 

Thu men admiie in goodly womankind 
Jbhe did c \eel, and stem'd of anj^els' lace, 

Luing onaparth like angel new diMn’d, 

Adorn'd \Vith wisdom and with chastitj, 215 

And all the dowries of a noble mind, 

W luch did hex beauty much moie beauti^* 
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No ngp hath bred (since fair Astroa left 
The sinful world) more vertue in a ^vight ; 

And when she parted hcnco, wiih her she reft, 220 
Gieat hope, end robbM her race of bounty quight. 
Well may the shepherd lasses now lament. 

For double loss by her hath on them light, 

To lose iKith her and bounty’s ornament. 

“ Ne let Kliza, ni^al sbephordcss, 5125 

I'he praises ot my parted love envy, 

For she hath piaises in all plcnteousness 
l\>urM upon her, like showers of Castaly, 

By her own shepherd, Colin, her own shepherd, 
That her with heavenly hymns doth deif}, 2J0 
Of rustjck Muse full hard)} to be better'd. 

She is the rose, the glory of the day, 

And mine the primrose in the lowly shade : 

Mine, ah ! not mine ; amiss I mine did say : * 

Not mine, but his, which mine awhile her made ; 
Mine to be his, with him to live for aye. 236 

O that so fair a tlowTc so soon should fade, 

And through untimely tempest fall away ! 

“ She fell away in her first ligc^s spring, 239 

Whilst yet her leaf was green, and fresii her rind, 
And whilst her branch fair blossoms forth did 
bring, ♦ 

She fell away against all course of kind. 

For age to din is right, but youth is wroiTg ; 

She foil away likjEt fruit blown down with wind. 24 if 

Weepi Shepherd i weepi tqt.mafce my undersong. 



204 


DAPHNAIDA 


II. 

M^hat hqart so stony hard but that would wec'p; 
And pour forth fouulams of incessant tears ? 

What Timon but would let compassion creep 
Into his breusr, an<l pierce his frozen eats ? 

In stead of tears, whose br.ackish bitter well 250 
1 wasted have, my heart-blood drooping wctas, 

To think to ground how that fair blossom tell. 

Vet fell she not as one enfoic’d to die, 

Ne died with dread and grudging discontent, 

But one loilM W'lth travel down doth lie, 255 
So lav ''he down, as if to sleep she w^ent, 

And her eyes w'ith caieicss quietness; 

The whiles soft Death away her spiiit bent, 

And soul asso^Td from smiul flcshliness. 

yet ere that life lun lodging did forsake, 260 
She, ail resolv'd, and ready to re!oo>e, 

Calling to me (ay me t) this wi»e Ik spake; 

Alc^on ! ah, my first and latest love ! 

Ah ! why doe^ my Alcyon weep amt incnirn. 

And grieve iny ghost, that ill mote him behove, 

As if to me had chansl some evil tourn. 266 

“ I, sitb the messenger is come for me, 

That summons souls unto the biidale feast 
Of his great I^ord, musi, needs depart from thee. 
And straight obey his soveraign bcheast; 270 

\V1j v shoitld Alc}on then so sore lament 
That I from misery should be releast, 

And freed fron wretched long imprisonment ? 
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* Our days arc full of dolom and disease, 

Our life afflicted witli incessant pain, 273 

'rhat nought oneaith may lessen or ippca'«e ; 

Wh) then should 1 dcsnclun to remain > 

Or uh^ shouM he that loves me soriy be 

Tni m\ deliverance, oi at all complain 

INI) iJ;ood to hear, and tow aid jojs to ^ce ? -2S0 

I and long de^ur^'d have to go, 

1 go with gladness to my wished lest. 

When as no woild's sad caie noi wasting woe 
May conu, then happ^ quut to molest; 

But saints and angels in ccle‘-lial thioiics 28 > 
raeinally him \ laiso ih it hath ihuu bUsi ; 

Theie shall I b< amongst those blessed ones* 

Yet CIO I go, a pledge I Iiavc with thcc 
Ol the latf love the which betwixt us past, 

My young Anibiosia , in lieu of me 
lawc hei, so *'h^U oui love toi iver last, 
llius. Deal ! adieu, whom I expert eie long. 

So having said, away she softly past. 

Weep, Shephcid * wevp, to make mine undeisong. 

Jii. 

** So oft as I rccoid those pieiciiig woids, QQS 
Which yet are deep ongravcmin my bi^st, 

*Vnd those last deadly accents, which like swoids 
Did wound my heait, and lend niy bleeding chest, 
With th vse sweet sugied speeches do comjfaic, 

The which my ®oul first tonquei’d aad possest, JOO 
The first begnmers of luy endless caie : 
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And when those pallid checks and ashie hue, 

In which sad Death his portraiture had writ, 

And when those hollow eyes and deadly view, 

On which the cloud of |j,has»tly Night did sit, 305 
I match with that sweet smile and chearful brow. 
^Vhich all the W'orld subdued unto it, 

Ho>v happy was I then, and wretclied now ? 

** How happy was I when I saw her lead 
The Shepherds^ daughters dauncing in a round ? 
How trimly w’ould she trace and softly tread 311 
The tender grass, with rosie garland crowned ? 

And when she list advaitnce her hcav<‘iily voice, 
Both nymph.N and ]Mifses nigh she made astown^d. 
And flocks and shepherds caused to rejoyce. 315 

** But now', ye shepherd Lasses ! who shall lead 
Your ^vandritig troupes, or sing your virelayes ? 

Or who shall dight your bowres, sith she is dead 
That was the lady of your holynlays ? 

Let now your bliss be turned into bale, 320 

And into plaints convert your joyous plays, 

And with the same All every hill and dole* 

Let bagpipe never more be heard to shrill, 

That may allure the seuGcs to delight, 

Ne ever shcpljewt sound his oaten quill 325 

Unto the many that proVoke them might ‘ 

To idle pieUsance, but let ghastliness 
And dreary hon*or dim the chearful light, 

To make the image of true beavines ^ 
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** Let birds be silent on the naked spray, 330 
And shady woods resound with dreadfull yells ; 

Let streaming floods their hasty courses stay. 

And parching drouth diy up the crystal wells ; 

Let th' earth be barren, and bring forth no fiowres. 
And the air be fiird with noise of doleful knells. 

And wandering spirits walk untimely hourcs. 336 

And Nature, Uursc of every living thing, 

Let rest herself from her long weai'iness, 

And cease henceforth things kindly forth to bring. 
But hideous monsters full of ugliness ; 340 

For she it is that hath me done this wrong, 

No nurse, but stepdan^e, cruel, merciless. 

Weep, Shepherd ! weep, to make my undersong. 

IV. 

My little flock, whom earst I lov'd so well, 

And wont to feed with finest grass that grew, <145 
Feed ye henceforth on bitter astrofell, 

And stinking smallage, and unsavory rue ; 

And when your maws are with those weeds corrupted. 

Be ye the prey of wolves ; ne Vill 1 rue 

That with your carkasses wild beasts be glutted, 

Ne worse to you, my silly Sheep ! I pray, 35 k. 
No sorer vengeance wish on you to fall 
Than to my self, for whose Confus'd decay 
To careless Heavens I do daily call ; 

But Heavens refuse to hear a wretch's, cry,* 355 

And cruel Death doth scorn to come 'At call. 

Or grant tliis boon most desires to die. 
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** The gooi and righteous he away doth take, 

To ])lague th'imnghteous which alive remuiu, 

Ilut the ungodly ones he doth forsake, 360 

By living long lo multiply iheir pain ; 

Else surely death should he no punishment, 

As the great Judge at first did it ordain, 

But lather liddance trom long langnishmenl. 

Thertfore, my Daphne, they have tane awa^, 365 
Tor worthy of a better place was she. 

But me unworthy willed here lo stay, 

That with her lack I might tormented be* 

Sith then they so haveordred, I will pay 
Vi nsnee to lu'r, according their decree, 370 

^nd to her ghost do service day by day. 

Tor I wall walk this wandering pilgrimage, 
Throi^ghout the world from one to other end, 

And in affliction waste my bitter age : 

IVIy bread shall be the anguish of my mind, 375 
My dnnk the tears which trom mine eyes do rain, 
My bed the ground that hardest 1 may find; 

So will T wiltully increase my pain. 

** And she, my love that was, my saint that is, 
When she beholds fronj licr celestial throne 380 
(In which she joyeth in. eternal bliss) 

My bitter penance, wall ray case bemone, 

And pity me that living thus to die ; 

For heavenly spirits have corapassiou 
Qa mortal men, and rue their misery. 
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So when I have with sorrow sati&fidc 
Tii' importune Fates, which vengeance on me seek, 
And th* Heavens with long languor paciiide, 

She for pure pity of my sullerancc meek, 

'Will send for me, for which I daily long, 3^0 

And will till then ray painful penance eke. 

AVeep, Shepherd ! weep, to make my undersong. 

V. 

** Henceforth I hate whatever Nature made, 

And in her workmanship m» pleasure find. 

For they be ail but vain, and quickly fade ; 395 

So soon as on them blows the northern wind, 

They tiiny not, but dir and full away, 

Leaving behind them nought but grief of mind^ 

And mocking such as think they long will stay. 

** I hate the Heaven, because it doth with-hold 400 
"Me from my love, and eke my Ipve from me; 

I liatc the earth, because it is the mould 
Of fleshly slime and frail mortalily ; 

I hate the fire, because to nought it flics ; 

1 lia,te the air, because sighs of it be ; 405 

1 hate the sea, because it tears supplies. 

“ I hate the day, because it lendeth light 
To sec all things, and not my loVe to sec ; 

I hate the darkness and the dretfry night, 

Because they breed sad balefulness in me ; 410 

I hate all times, because, all times do fly 
So fast away, and may not stayed be, • 

But as a speedy post that passeth by. 
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“ I hate to speak, iny voice is spent with crying ; 

I hale to hear, loud plaints have duilM mine ears ; 

I hate to taste, for food with-holds my dying ; 416 

I hate to see, mine eyes are dimm’d with tears; 
t hate to smell, no sweet on curth is left ; 

I hate Ic- feel, my Hesh is numb’d with fears : 

So all my senses from me sue bereft. * 420 

“ f hate all men, and shim all ivomankind ; 

The one, because as I they wretched are ; 

The other, for because I do not find 

My love with them, that wont to be their star: 

And life 1 hate, because it will not last ; 425 

And death I hate, because it life doth mar ; 

And all 1 hate that is to come or past. 

So all the world, and all in it I hate, 

Because it changeth ever to and fro. 

And never standelh in one certain state, 430 

But still unstedfast, round about doth go 
Like a mill-wheel in midst of misery, 

Driven with streams of wretchedness and woe, 

That dying lives, and living still dues die. 

“ So do I live, so do I daily die, 435 

And pine away in self-consuming pain ; 

Sith she that did my vital powers supply, 

An<l feeble spirits in their force maintain. 

Is fetch t from me, why seek I to prolong 
My weary days in dolour and disdain ? 440* 

Weep, Shepherd I weep, to make my undersong. 
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Why do I longer live in life's clespight, 

And do not die then in despight of death ; 

Why do I longer sec this loathsom light 

And do in darkness not abridge my breath, 445 

Sith all m> sorrow shoultl have end thereby, 

And cares find quiet ? is it so uncath 
To leave this life, or dolorous to die ? 

** ’To live I find it deadly dolorous. 

For life draws care, and care continual woe ; 450 

'I'liercfore to die must needs be joycous, 

And wishful thing this sad life to forgoe: 

But I must stay; I may it not amend, 

JMy Daphne hence departing bade me so ; 

She bade me stay till she for me did send. 455 

“ Yet whilst 1 in this wretched vale do stay, 
jMy weary feet shall ever wand ring be. 

That still I may be ready on my way 
When as her messenger doth come for me ; 

Ne will I rest my feet for feebleness, 460 

Ne will 1 rest my limbs for fraelty. 

No will I rest mine eyes for heaviness. 

But as the mother of the gods, that sought 
F’or fair Euriclyce, her daughtcr’dear. 

Throughout the world, with W'oful heavy thought, 
So will I travel w liilst I tarry here, 46(> 

Ne will 1 lodge, ne will I ever lin, 

Ne when as d rouping Titan draweth near, 
fo loose his teem, will 1 take up my inn. 
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** Ne sleep harbinsrci ot \\eai> wit^hts) 470 
Shall tM) lud^c upon mine <\t licK more , 

Nc sh dl \Mth io<»t Kfiivfi nn laintin^ spii^hts, 

Isni lading force t(> foiiiui ust(»ie : 

Butl \MiI \> iko aiul Murow all tiu iii-,lit 
Uh Phdomel toitiiUc to th plou , 4?^ 

'With rhilomel, the paituei of m\ plis'ht 

* Ami c\cf as f sec the stai to fall, 

\ii(l uTui<M oiouml to oo to p!\o them Imht 
Wha h (Iwt 11 in (laikiu*'^, I to niiiid v\ill c ill 
Hinv m\ tin sill ^that shm d ou im biuht; 

I 11 suddamlv aadiidtd uiuU i-;i(>nnd, 

Since whose (hpaituie day i^ tuinM to nioht^ 

Vnd 111 lit without ii A^Ctius* st u is found. 

* But as soon is Da^ doth sluw bisdcwie face* 

\fd c ills forth nun unto thcsir to}lso»n Hade, 185 
i will withdiaw me to some daiksom place, 

<)i some deal caNC, oi solitais shade , 

Iheie will 1 sigh, and soiiow all day long. 

And the huge biiidui of mv caicv nnladi. 

p Sheplund * wteji, to niaki m> unde i song. 4<)0 
i ii. 

Ilcnn ^ouh mine C}ts shall ncsei moie behold 
1 all things on t iitli*, rt bed oi filsi delight 
()1 ought that lianied is el mortal mould, 

S'di that iny fanest tlovei is fad d quight ; 

loi all*l see>is vain amt u in‘-itoi\, tc):i 

No will he held in am siv f ,st lijit, 

But m a moment lorso then guice and cion. 
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And ye, fond Mon! on Fortunes wheel that ride. 
Or ill ought under heaven repose assurance, 
l^e it riches, beauty, or honouv’b pride, jOO 

1^0 sure that they sliall have no long eiuiurance, 

But ere ye bo aware will Hit away; 

For nought of them is yours, but th’only usance 
Of a small time, which none asccitain may. 

‘‘ And ye, true Lovers ! xvhom desastrous chauiicc 
Hath far exiled from your ladies grace, 6i)6 

To rnoiini in sorrow and sad suheraimcc, 

>Vhcn ye do hear me in that desert place 
Jiamonling loud niy Daphne’s eleg), 

Help me to wail my miserable case, 610 

And when life parts vouchsafe lo close mine eye. 

And yc, more happy Lovers ! which enjoy 
The presence of your dearest love’s delight, 

^Yhe^l yc do hear my sorrowful annoy, 

Yet pity me in your empassion’d spvight, 515 

And think that such mishap, as chauust to me. 

May happen unto the most happy wight, 

For all mens states alike uustedfast be. 

And yc, my fellow' Shepherds ! wdiich do feed 
Your careless Hocks on hills luid open plains, 520 
AVith better fortune than did me succeed, 
Bcmember yet my undeserved pains ; 

And when ye hear that I am dead or slain/ 

Lament my lot, and tell your fellow-^vuins 
That sad Alcyon dy'd in life's disdain. 


525 
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“ And )o, fau Dan»sils » «.li<.phcids’ dcai doli:j;ljt% 
That V itli voui JoMs do tluir mde boaits po^)Hs*>, 
Whinas my htaise shail happen to yoiii sights, 
Vouth^ak to di< k thi simc ^\lth c^pariss ; 
AnciL\ei spi inkle hiackish t< iis anion", 5)0 

In pi y ot in\ uniUsen d di^tiiss, 

The I, \Mctcli, iiulund ha\c thu^ long. 

** And ye, pool Pilf^uins ^ that with Ksikss to\l 
Wcwiy youisches iu wandiing dtvirt wa^s, 

Till that y ou ct>ine while \e youi \ ows a^'sml, 535 
Whin passin" In ye lead these wotui lays 
On my gtavo uiitten, lue iny Daphne's wiong, 

Atid mouin for me that Ungaish out my <lav'»* 
Ciase, bhcplw rd ’ cease, and enii thy undeisong ** 

Thus when he ended had his heavy plaint, 540 
'Jlv heaviest plaint that t*vci I hi aid sound, 

His checks \M\t pale, and spnghls bigaii to taint, 
As if aj; nn lu would have fall'll to giound , 

Which when I saw, (I stepping to him light; 
Amoovid him out oi his stony swound, 61-o 

And ’gan lum to ueomfoit a> 1 might. 

But he no wav u comforted would be, 

9Sor sulfi i solace to appioach him me, 

But e istiiig up a sdi i^ntul eye at me, 

That lMhi s tiaunce 1 would not lit him lie, 550 
Did njKiiis hint, and beat his biubbred lacc. 

As oii^^posrd wiltuliy to die, 

Tfaut It soil griev’d io sec his wretched case* 
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TIio when the pang was somewhat over-past, 

And the outrageous passion nigh appeased, 555 
I him desir’d, sitli day was over-east, 

And da rk night fast approached, to be pleased 
To turn aside unto niy cabinet. 

And stay with me till he were better eased 
Of that strong stound whicli him so sore beset. 5(to 

But by no means I could him win thereto, 

Nc longer him in treat with me to stay. 

But without taking leave he forth did go 
With staggring pace and dismal looks’ dismay, ‘ 
As if that Death he in the face had seen, 563 

Or hellish hags had met upon the way ; 

But what of him became I cannot ween. 36T 




ASTROPHEL: 

A PASTORAL ELECy 

Upon Ihc death of the most noble and valoious knight, 
SIB. PHILIP SIDNEY, 


Dedicated to the most boaidiiul and ii'ertuous lady, 


THE COUNTESS OF ESSEX. 



SHEPHERDS ! that wont on pipes of oaten reed 
Oft-tinics lo plain >our loves concealed smarts 
And M ilb your piteous lajs have leain’d to breed 
Compassion in a cmnitry lasses heart, 

Hearken, ye gentle Shepherds! to my song, 

And place my doleful plaint your plaints emong. 

To you alone 1 .‘•ing this mournful verse. 

The ruournfurst vei^e that ever man heard tell; 
To you uhosc soflaed hearts it may empierce 
With Dolour’s dart, for death of Astrophel ; 

To you I sing, end to none other wight, 

For u el I I wotc my rymes been rudely dight. 

Yet as they been, if any nicer wit 
Sh£\U hap to hear, or covet them to read. 

Think he that such arc for such ones most fit, 
!Made not to please the living but the dead; 

And if in him found pity ever place, 

Let him be mov'd to pity such a case. 
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A GENTLE shepherd, born in Arcady, 

Oi gentlest race that ever shepherd bore, 

About the grassy banks of HainioJiy 

Did keep his sheep, his little stock and store ; 

Full carefully he kept them day and night 5 

In fairest (ields, and Astrophcl he hight. 

Young As trophel! the pride of shepherds^ pratse. 
Young Astruphel I the rustick lasses love, 

Far paiising all the pastors of his days, 

In all that seemly shepherds plight behove i 10 
In one tiling only failing of ihe best, 

That he was not so happy as the rest. 

For from ihc time that first the nymph his mother 
Him forth did bring, and tau^it her lambs to feed, 
A slender swain, excelling far each other 15 

In comely shape, like her that did him breed, 

He grew up fast in goodness and in grace. 

And doubly fair wox both in mind and face \ 
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Which daily more and more he did augment 
Willi gentle usage and derneanuro mild, 520 

That all mens hearts with secret ravishment 
lie stole away, and weetingly beguird : 

No Spight it self, that all good things doth spill, 
Found out in him that she could say was ill. 

His sports were fair, his joyance innocent, S.'S 

Sweet without sowre, and honey without gall ; 

And he himself scemM made for merriment, 
jMcrrily masking both in bower and hall ; 

I'here was no pleasure nor delightful play 
When Astrophel so-ever was away. 50 

For he could pipe and dance, and carol sweet* 
Emongsc the shepherds in their shearing feast, 

As Sommer’s lark, that with her song dotli greet 
The dawning day, forth coming from the east ; 

And layos of love he also could ctunpose ; 35 

Thrice happy she whom he to praise did chose. 

Full many maidens often did him woo 
Thom to vouchsafe emongst his rimes to name, 

Or make for them, as he was wont to do 

For her that did his heart with love inflame ; 40 

For which they promised to dight for him 

Gay chapelets of flowers and girlokds trim. 

And many a nymph, both of the wood and brook, 
Soon as his oaten pipe began to shiill, 
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Both crystal wells and shady groves larsook» 45 
To hear the charms of his enchanting skill, 

And brought him presents, flowers if it were prime, 
Or rnellow-fruit, if it were harvest-time. 

But he for none of them did care a whit. 

Yet \\ood-gods for them often sighed sore ; 50 

Nc for their gifts, unworthy of Ins wit, 

Yet not unwoithy of the country's store : 

For one alone he car'd, for one he sigh'd, 
life’s desire, and his dear love's delight. 

Siella the fair ! the fairest star in sky, 55 

As fair as Venus, or the fairest fair, 

(A fairer star saw never li\inu; eye) 

Shot her sharp-pointed beams through purest air: 

Her he did love, her he alone did honour, 

liis llioughts, his rimes, his songs, were all upct!i her. 

To her he vow'd the service of his days, l 

On her he spent the riches of his wit, 

Tor her he made hymns of immortal praise, 

Of only her ho sung, he thought, he writ: 

Her, and but her, of love he worthy deemed, 05 
For all the rest but little he esteeihed, 

• 

Ne her with idle words he wooed, 

And ver.-^es vain, (yet verses are not vain) 

But uiih brave deeds to her sole icrvice ^owed, 

And bold atchievemciits her did entertain; 70 
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For both in deeds and words he nourtred was, 

Both wise and hardy, (too hardy, alas!) 

In wrestling nimble, and in running swift ; 

In sh< otiiig htoddy, and in swimming strong : 

Well made to strike, to throw, to leap, to lift, 76 
And all the <^porls that shepherds are enumg. 

In every one he vanquish t every one, 

He vanqiiishr all, and vanquisht was of none. 

Besides, in hunting such felicity, 

Or rather infelicity, he found, 80 

'Fhat e\ ery field and forest far away 
lie sought, whore salvage beasts do most abound : 
No beast so salvage but he could it kill, 

No chacc so hard but he therein had skill. 

Such skill, matcht wnth such courage as he ha<l, 85 
Did prick him forth with proud desire of piUise 
To seek abroad, of danger nought ydrad, 

Ilis mistress' name and his own lame to raise. 

What iieedeth peril lo be sought abroad, 

6ith round about us it doth make aboad ? 90 

It fortuned as he that perilous gumo 
In forein soil pursued faraway, 

Into a forest wide aa<l waste he came, 

Where store lie hcnl to be of salvage prey : 

So wide a iorest, and so waste as this, 

Nor famous Ardcyn nor foul Arlo is. 


95 
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There his well-woven toyls and subtil trains 
He laid, the brutish nation to enwrap ; 

So well he wrought with practice and with pains, 
That he of them great troups did soon entrap : 100 
Full happy man (misweening mucli) was he, 

So rich a spoyl within his power to sec. 

Eftsoones all heedless of his dearest hale, 

Full greedily into the herd he thrust, 

To slaughter them, and work their final bale, 105 
Lest tliat his to} I should of their troups be burst. 
Wide wounds emongst them many a one he made, 
Now with Iiis sharp-boar spear, now with his blade* 

His care was all how he them all might kill, 

That none might scape (so partial unto none) 110 
III mind, so niucli to mind another’s ill, 

As to become unmindful of his own : 

Rut pardon unto the cruel skyes, 

That from himself to them withdrew his eyes. 

• • 

So as he rag'd emongst that beastly rout, 115 

A cruel beast of most accursed brood, 

Upon him turn'd (despair makes coANards stout) 

And with fell tooth, accustomed to blood, 

Launced his thigh with so mftchievous might, 

'i'hat it both bone aiid"muscles rived quight. 120 

So deadly was the dint, and deep the wound, 

And yo huge streams of blood theredt did How, 
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That he eiuUired not the direful stound, 

But on the cold dear earth himself did throw ; 

The whiles the captive herd Us nets did rend, 

And having none to lett, to wood did wend. 

Ah 1 where were ye this while, his shepherd peers, 
To whom alive was nought so dear as he ? 

And yc, fair Maids! the matches of his years, 
Which in his grace did boast you most to he ? 130 

Ah! wliciv were yc, when he of you had need 
To stop liis wound, that wondrously did bleed I 

Ah! wretched Boy! the shape of Drcrylicad, 

And sad example of maids sudden end, 

Full little faileih but thou ‘.halt be dead, 135 

IJnpiticd, unpkiiidd, or foe or friend ; 

Whilst none is nigh thine cye-lids up to close, 

And kiss thy lips like faded leaves of rose. 

A sort of shepherds suing of the chace, 

As they the forest ranged on a day, 140 

By Fate or Fortune came unto the place, 

\Vhere;is the luckless boy:vet bleeding lay; 

Yet bleeding lay, and ye^^ould still have bled, 

Had not gocal liap those shepherds thiiher led. 

They stopt his wound (too la# to stop it was) 145 
And in their arms then softly did him rear; 

Tho (as he will'd) unto his loved lass. 

His dearest love, him dolefully did bear : 
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Tii^ flolcfuUt bicr that over m<in did see 

Wa-^ A^trophol, but dcaiest unto jue* IjO 

She* \\brn !>ho saw bci* love in such n plight, 

V/itli f uidiod blood and tilth} f»(> e defouin^d, 

Th.J ^\ont to bt nitb and i^nlonds dji’ht. 

And be) deui tavouis dearly well adojiied. 

Hi r fate th<‘ fairest faee that ese mole ne, 1 
She likewise did deform, bl^e lorn to be. 

Ileryelhm locks that dione so blight and loin;, 

As sunny beam'* lU laiiest snmniciN day, 

SIk ixerccly toic, and aiUi ouliageniiN viong 
fiOir her led cheekb the tons unit away ; 100 

Ami her fair Ircbt, the treasury of jo). 

She spoyTti thertof, and filled with annov. 

TJib )>alHd taie> impu'tuiod with death, 

She bathed oft with icais, and diiod oil ; ' K>1 

And with ^wiet kis-es :>utl/d the wasting bi^ath 
Out of his hp^, bko bllies, pale and soft ; 

And i»ft she calfd to him, who answer’d nought, 
But only by bis looks did tell bis thought* 

The rest of her impatient regret Itfp 

And piteous mono the which she- for him made, 

No tongue can tcU, nor any lonh can set. 

But he whose heart like soitow did imadc. 

At last, when pam bis vital powcis had spenf, 

Ihs wasted lite her we^ry lodge forw'ent. 

vou vU Qt 
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Which when she saw, she slaied not a whit, l75 
But after him did make untimei}^ haste*, 

Forth-with her ghost out of her corps did flit, 

And followed her mate, like turtle chaste, 

To prove that death their hearts cannot divide, 
'Which living were in love so firmly tide. i80 

The gods, which all things see, tliis same beheld, 
And pitying this pair of lovers true, 

^Transformed them theie lying on the field, 

'■^nto one tlowre, that is both red and blue: 

It first grows red, and then to bine doth fade, 1 85 
Like Astrophel, which thereinto was made. 

And in the midst thereof a star appears, 

As fairly formM as ,any star in skyes, 

Resembling Stella in her freshest years, 

I'oiMi darting beams of ikauty from her eyes; 19 O 
And all the day it stamleth full of dew, 

Which is the tears that from her eyes did fiow. 

That herb of some Starlight is calFd by name, 

Of others Penthia, though not so well ; 

But thou, where-cver thou dost find the same, 195 
From this day forth do call il Astrophel ; 

And whensoever thou It up doost take, 

Do pjuck it softly, fo't that shepherd's sake. 

Hereof when ty dings far abroad did pass, 

The shepherds all, which Joved him f^ull dear, SOO 
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<Anf1 sure full clear of all he lov»(I was) 

J)ifl thither flock, to see vvliat tliey <liil heai ; 

Ami \\hen that ])itcous spectacle they viewed, 

'i’he same with bitter tears they all biHlewetl. , 

And every onv» di<l make exceeding mone, ZdS* 
With inward anguish, atul great grief oppresi ; 

Atid every one did weep, and wail, and nioue, 

And mvum devisM to shew his sorrow best ; 

'ihai from flmt howie, since first on grassie green 
Shepherds kept .di(‘op, was not like mourning s<'en. 

i]«t first his sister, that Claiinda hight, l 

lliat gentlest shepherdess that lives this day, 

And most lesembling both in shape and sprighi, 

!ie» brother dear, began this doleful lay; 

Which, lest 1 niar the sweetness of the ver^e, 215 
in sort as she it sung I nil! reheisc, 

Aye me ! to whom shall i my case enmpUin, 
That may rompa‘5sion my iinpj|t**‘nt grief? 

<h- where shall I unfold my inward pain, 

That my enrivcn heart may find relief ? 220 

Shall I iiiit(» the heavenly powres ii show? 

Or iinio earthly men that dwell below ? 

** To heavens? ah ! they, alas I the authors were,, 
And workers, of niy unremedied wo ; 

For tlicy foresee what to us happens here, 22o 
And they foresaw, yet suffied this be so* 



ASTROrilEL, 


From thorn conics good, from thorn conocs al^o ill : 
That which they made, %vhc» can (houiwuru to ^pill ^ 

** To men " ah ! tlic} , alas ! Kko wi etched bo, 

And juhjeci to the Heavens' oidinaucc, i230 

Ibiund to abide nhattver the^ decieo; 

’'rh^'ir \ est icdres-, is thidr beat sulTciance* 

How then can tbev, like wu'tcKcd, comfort me, 

Th<* xvhich iiO loas need comfuKeil to he? 

** Then to my stdf will I my soirow mouin, 
hith lioiio aVoe like sorrowlul lem^ons, 

And 1o my b-dl my plaints shall back lotouio* 

To pay their usuiy wuh double pain^: 

The woods, tlie hills, the iivois, shall rcsomid 
The inouinlul accent ol my soirows giouud, 

Woods, lull-), and rheis, now aie desolate, 

.silli he is gone the which them ail did gidce ; 

And all the iields do wail theii asuIuw Hale, 

Sith death their nurc-r tiowei did kle ddace; 

The faucet tlqj3»re in field that ever giew 
Mas Astiophol; that was we all may rue. 

** Whot cruel hand of cursed foe imkiK*wn 
Hath crept the stalk which bore so tan a ilowre ? 
I'ntiiuely ciopt, bofoic it welt wme grown, 

And clean defaced in untimely howic ; 

Great loss to all that evci him di<{ si,e, 

Great loss to all, but greatest loss to me* 
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Brrak now your gulonds, O yc shepherds La^‘^e5! 
Sith the fall flowie which them .ulotn'd is 40 ue ; 

Tin flowie whi( h them adorn'd, is gone tw dslic% 

Ni sn h t Jass put milond on • 

Ip sfiad oi giiJond, wear ‘^ad c\piess now, 

\nd bitlci tldci, broken tiom the bough. 

Nc evu* Sing <he love-lays wl\ich he made ; 

Wlio ovci ma<h* such kiys of Io\e as lu ? Q(k) 

No «nci rf«id th< nddKs which h(‘ said 
Unto \oui s to nmko ^ou men_y 
5 oui mciry ghe h nowli d aU abed, 
m^*ny luakci now,ai4H* is dead, 

“ Dcidh, the dt-iourcr oi all VrOild's delight, 2 (jJ 
Hdlh lobbed you, and len fio me my joj ; 

Cotli you ant< nic, find at| the world, he (pnght, 
llatli lobbd of jovonce, and lefi sad aimo^. • 

Joy of the wori i, and shepherds' pude was lu j 
Shi pliciits, ho|fe nc^er ^ke again to set. 270 

O Death! that hast us of sft’ch luhcs leit. 

Tell us, at least, what bast thou \utlii4t done ? 

What bei ome oJ him whose How re h* le left 
Is but the shadow ot hi» likeness gone > 

Scarce like the shadow ot that which he 2? j 

Nought like, but that he likoa shade did pass 

But that immortal ^pnH, which was deoki 
Wrb aJl the dowites of cekiitiu] grage. 
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Ry soverai£»n clioia* from th' heavenly <|niies iscleet* 
And liuoally dciivM fiom ansjeU' race, 280 

O v\hai is now of it become ? aread ; 

Aye me ! can so dn ine a thing be dead : 

Ah ! no ; it is no! dead, ue can it die, 

But lives for aje 111 })lb-ful paraibse. 

Where hke a pew b«)rn bab«‘ it M»!t doth lie iJSd 
In bod of liIJios, vMapl in tender wise, 

And f onijnsl all about with lO'-cs sw» 1 1, 

Aiul damt\ viohds from head to feet 

“ Tin re thousand birds, all of cclestiai brood# 

To him do sweetly carol day and iiight, 2.00 

And with stiange notes, of him well understood, 
Lull him asle<‘p in angel-like delight ; 

WJuKt in sweet <hcani to him presented be 
hnmorinl bounMts, which no eye may .see. 

But he them <ecs, and takes I'xreeding pleasure 
Of iheir d)\iiic aspects appeajrixig plain, 255 

And kindling lo\r* iu l^mi above all measure ; 

Sweet loic, still joyous, never feeling pam : 

For what so goodly toim he there doth see 

lie may enjoy, from jealous rancor free. OOO 

“ 'rhe^e liveth he in ev^ rlasting Idiss, 

Sweet Spirit? never feaiing more to die, 

Ne dreafli»)g harm from any foes of his, 

Ne fearing &av^ge beasts' more cruelty. 
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'Whilst 've hcio \irctfbes wail his piiv.itc l^k, J05 
And with \am ^ow^ do rdn n < cdl l.'m bitk. 

Cm b\e tboH thtie s(i]}, ba|>p>, biipp> Spun I 
Ai‘d gno loa\o thee ii» i< thn-' Id hum at ; 

Not thoc that dost tlij hi'i\aA ]o^ iiiheui, 

Cnt oiu own stives, th if h( lo m dob aio 310 

Tmi cl(/ ve weep and wad, and weai oni i jes, 
Moiujunj; in otbti<*Jui own mi>e ks 

^^l4lch when sb^ ended had, enotlior *>' .tin. 

Of j^ontle wU ami tUiniv tK'Uc, 

Whom A'^tiopbel full dcai end cntmLaiii 
Whd«t luu' be liv'd, aml*held in pa'-siiij? piice, 

Jlijht 1 Uesl> lis, btjan bi j moaudul touuu 
khd made the Musos \n hl^ soui; to mouiiu 

Aed idle \ him tall manj other nioe. 

And evtr^ one in oidti lovM him best, d >0 

'Oan dight tilt mst Ives t'e^piess their inwaid woo 
With doleful layos, imto the time addrest ; 

The which I heic la order wiH- lehcarse, 

As fittest ilo.^ies to deck his moujofui heaisc, 32* 
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C\)Mn for^lj, \e N^mplis ! como foulu 
3'oibaki' }o«i \\ itiv bowies, 

Tmisake ^our mo^s^ « a.veb> 

And hip rae t\> hm« lU; 

IL Ip me to <ui» my dolclMJ note^ 

To gurghmif «*ound 

01 1 ifta’s loinbiin^ btieaftis: 

("'oira let s ilt to a ^ ot ouis 
Mix with his waUr«» ticbh : 

O cdme’ ktonc<AmHiif 10 

Ji>;yn us to loouin wuh vadful ph 
The <kaiil\ wound 
W hirh fatal clap hafp ma le, 

Dccieed by hjohcr powKs; 

The dioiy m which 1^ 

They have Irom ub yicht 
The noblest plant that might 
Fiom east to \\i st be found. 

Mouin, mouin great Philij^s fall 1 

Moarn, his woful end^ CO 

Whom spjghtful Death hath phicKf 

Untimely fxom^th** tice, 
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Whiles }ct his years m dmue 
D^d piomise worth) fuut. 

Ah * drc idtul Mais 1 wli) didst 
TJiou not th> knight del* lui ? 

V\ h U wrathtul mood, what hnilt 
01 ouis hath moved tlae 
01 such a slu»in" light 
To ka\o us shstitete > 

Tl Oil nitli boingno aspect 
Siiuivtiine di 1st us behold ; 
riiou ha‘t ni IViiton »• >aloi»r 
Te’( tl delight ol ohK 
And with ihy presence ott 
Voiichsdtl to attnbutc 
Fiiiie and lenown to 
I Oi Lloiunis iiuiuial uecds; 

But nov rii) nciul beams 
n i\c rhillM oni hi aits with cold 
7hou hast estrang’d tli) self, 

And deigiUdt not oui land : 

Fai oil, to otli< I s now 
Thy tavom Lonom bieed^. 

And high diodam doth cause 
Ihte shun our ilime, 1 kai; 

1 Ol lidiUt thou not been uiotli, 
Ol that time near at hand, • 
7hou wouldbt ha\e heard the ciy 
That woful England made ; 
lAe Zealand's piteous plaints. 
And Hollands toicn haii, 
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Would iiaply have appeasM 
Thy (hvine angry mind. 

Thou bhould^t have seen the fiees 
llcTuso to ^ leld thou- shade, 

And wailing, to lot fall 
Tho honour's of their head ; 

Aiul buds in mournful tunes 
Lainoiiting in thur kind. 

Up from hi<5 tomb 

Tho mighty Connous rose, 

Who cursing oft tho Fates, 

Tiuit liis mishap had bred, 

TJis Lofir> locks ho tare, 
railing the lloavons unkind* 

*lho Thames vras heard to roar, 

The Reyiie and eke tho Moso, 

'riio S< bald, the Dauow^ self 
'FLis ,^roai iiuscham e did rue 
With tonnont and wuth grief; 

Their fountains puie and clear 
VVeic troubled, and with swelling Itoods 
DoclaFd " 

Tho Muv’b ci^Krtless, 

The Nymphs^,|5th pullid hue, 

'{'he sylvan •^Kfs likewise 
Came running far andaiear, 

And all wdth tears bedc\v*d, 

And eyes cast up on high, 

O help ! O help ! ye Gods ! 

They ghastly ^gan to cry ; 
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0 cbangc the cruol fate 
Of this so rare a 

Aiul grant that Natiiu\ conue 
IMa\ Tiica‘5vu( out his age. 

The ])easls their food foj-ook, 

And trembling (earfiilK, 

K<»ch sought ills ca\e or den, 

Tlii'' «Ty did them ^o flight. 

Oal from amid the waves, 

Ry stoiui iheu slirM to iMg^% 

Tins ciy did ragise to lisc 

1 h* old K<ithci Orcan hoar, 

Who, grave with ild, and fall 
(;f imijed) ni sight, 

Spa he in this i^iso; Hcfiain/' 
Quoth he, “ your tears and plaints ; 
Cease those your idle words. 

Make \ ain ve<j,uests no more ; 

No hutnble s|Hech nor mone 
jMay move the fixed stmt 
Of l)«*sliny or Death : 

Sucii is his will that p»tints * 

The eaith with rolour^; fiesh. 

The darkest skyes with store 
Of starr)'^ lights ; and though 
Your tears a heart of Hint . 

“ Might tender make, yet nought 
** Herein they will prevail.” 

Whiles thus he said, 

The noble knight, who ^gau to feel , 
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II is vital force to 

And Dmlh with < vucl dint 

Of direiiii dart 115 

Ilib moitnl l»od^ to n^^saiU 
With o\es lilt np to heav'ii. 

Ami rour<i^o mmk as steel, 

With t Jicarful iare, 

>Vhere valour Inoly was oxpivst, lOO 

Bui h.unble iniml, he said, 

0 Lord ! if ought this frail 
And oaUldy cuirass ha^c 
Tti> sen ICC sought t* advance ; 

** ff ni} ilesire hath been 
Slill to relieve, rir oppiCbt j 
If justice to inidntam, 

That valour I have spent 

Which thou me gav st ; or if 

H^ncefoith I might advance IJO 

Tliy name, thy truth, ti»ey[i spare 

Me (Loid!) if thou think best ; 

Foibcar these unripe years: 

** But jf thy will be imnt, 

If that prefiv’d time 135 

Be come winch thou Jiast set, 

‘‘ Tliroiigh pure and fervent faith 

1 iiopc now to be plac’d 
“ in the everlasting Ui.sS 

Which with thy precious blood 140 

Thou purchase did for us/* 

With that a sigh he let, 
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Aiid straight a cloudy mi 4 
Tli<» sensed over-cast; 

1 fis lips V ax pale and wan, 1 1 

Like damask rose/ bud 
Cast from the stalk, ov like 
Ifj bold to purple flowie, 

Which lan^uhhcth, being ‘‘lired 
Hy culter a« il past. 1 0(J 

A tiemblin^: chilly cold 
Ran throxigli tlieir veins, which were 
ejes brimMull of tears 
'fo ‘oee lub fatal hovvre, 

Whose bUistcnng sigh; at drst 
Thcii* sorrow did declare, 

Next inurmuiing ons^ude ; 

At last they not forbear 
I’lain oui-crieSt all <tgainst 

The ireav’ns, that enviously • lof> 

depriv’d ns of a .upright 
So perfcit and so rare. 

The sun his lightsom beams ^ 

1 lid shrrmd, and hide his face 

For griet, whereby the earth 10 J 

Fear’d night eternally ; 

*rht* mountains each were shook; 

'Hie rivers turn'd their streams ; 

And tb' air ’gan, winter-like,* 

'Fo rage and fret apace ; 370 

And grisly ghosts by night 
Were seen, and fiery gleams 
MX 
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Amid the clouds, M?‘th clap'i 
Of thundoi, thai did se<m 
To lent the shirs, and m.ido 
Both men and hoasl atesud* 

Ihe h'ldb of ill piestigc 
Thislucklcbs chance toic-lold 
By drinful uoisi, a»al dot,s 
howling made men deem 
Some niisctm f nas \t hand^ 

T'or vutii ilu^ do esteem 
As tok* n> ui midiap, 

And so h i\t done ot old* 

Ah* that thou hadd but heard 
His )o\el/ Mclla 'plain 
Hex gjievuus loss, oi seiu 
llci heavy mouu'in^ chcei, 
While '•ho With woe opprcit 
Hei i 01 lows did un old: 
jki hail huM^ loose iui»lect 
About lu r shoulders twain ; 

And fiom tho*«c two bn^it ^tais, 
Uo him sometime so deei^ 

Her heart sent diops of peail, 
Whirh fell in foysou down 
Tvivthlly and the rose. 

She wiow!^ her hands w’sth pain, 
Ajjd piteously *gdft say/ 

My true and iaithfull Pheer, 
Alas and woe is me* 

** Why ^houid my fortune ftown 
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On me shus 
i o lub me oi my jov ? 
licit ciuoll emions hdml 
** Hath takcii th( e rUvH}, 

“ Ami \Mth thio ir»> conUiir, 

]M> tomlott <ind my i 

** Ihou onl) Wcist the 
“ <^f nouble and <iimo> , 

When they did me asMil, 

' In th( o my hop< s did i< st. 

A1 is ! ah u iKAV e h ft 

** But giH i, tlicit ni"ht and da} 

* Atllicts this v\otu) bliy 
An i with continual 1 1 e 
** lorments ten thousand 
** My miseiable btest ^ 

*« O «rocdv, enMOU'* lUavoa * 
hat nc cui ih iht^ to ha\i 
FniicJiM with such a ji %vel 
** Tins unhappy ajre, 

To take It ba< k again 
“ So soon ? AU* ^ when ohalf 
Mint eyes sec ought that may 
“ Content them, since the gtavc 
“ My only tieasure hides, 

** The yovs ol my poor heait ? 

As here with thee on eaitk 
1 li\*d < vhx so equal, 

** Methniks it wcio with thre 
In heav'n I did abide ; 
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Awl as our houbK»s <jll 
Wc heic on caith did put, 

So icHson would that thore 
Ot th} most happy btate 
I had mjf shaie, Alas * 

It thou in*^ tiustv i,n2do 
W<?io x\onl to bo, how canst 
^ Thou le<i>*e mo thus alone 
In darkness, and ostia> ^ 
Weak, wvarv, desolate, 

** niini»M m a wotid uf woe^ 

‘ Refu »in^ foi to tako 
hfo uiththoe to tho"phc^» 

Of ust s\licie thou art ^one/' 
Tins bdid, she held her pt acc, 

Toi soiAOw ado lit I toi)«^ue, 

And uhttad of mure words, 
that b<r a lake 
Oi teUxS had betn» ihoy 
bo plenteouOy tliorciro ; 

And with ht r sobs and sighs 
1 h^ur lound about In run^* 

If Venus, whim she wad*d 
Hei tieur Adorns 
Ought mov’d in thy Aerce bean 
Compabsi'^n of her woc,^ 

Ills noble ‘ 'siter's plalutb 
III I sighs and t(*aib emong, 

Would suie have made thee mild. 
Ami inly lue her pain* 
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‘;rii 

Auioia lialf lair 
litiM if di<l ntvci show, 

Milt ii lio«u (dll '1 Jthon's b» tl ^()*» 

She wcepiUi; <lul ansi*. 

Ihc blindcil Aichci-boy, 

I ike l.iik 111 shnwieot lain, 

S. tt ^ .itlunu; ol In'* wintrs, 

ku<l, "ukI, the tune did spend 
Undei lliost* chi3Stal tliops 
MImh Ull lioni Iici tan ev<s, 

\nd at lilt 11 biii»hte 5 L Uanis 
Him proynM in ho\ol3 wist 

V< i isoijy toi lui i;ii<l, C7 J 

Which he could not amend, 

1 he ntle boy ’i»an wi|u» 

Ifti <.>ts, and deal those lights,* 

I host li ;hts throu‘»U whu h 

Ills 4 lo ‘3 and hi> conquest'- shine 2^0 

The CJiaCts tuikt lui ban, 

Whi< h hun^ like ihii ils ut yohl 
Aloii^ liei i\oi> bi( si. 

The lioa''aio ol d lights. 

Ml ihiiii'S with hei to weep 28 "» 

It seemed did iiu line' ; 

The liees, ilie hilK, tlie dales, 

1 he < a\es, the stones so cold. 

The air did help thim inouiii, , 

With daik clouds, ram and mist, 2()0 

Foibcaiiii^ many a day 
To cUur Itself a^jain, 

a 
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Which made them cftsoons fear 
'Flic (lays of Pyrrah should 

Of creatures spoil the earth, I ^ 2^.^ 

Their fatal threds untwist ; 

For Pheebus’ gladsome rays 
Were wished for in vain ; 

And with her quivering light 

Latona's daughter fair, dOO 

And Charlos-Wain eke, refus'd 
To be the shipmaiFs guide. 

On Neplui\e war was made 
By ^Eolus and his train, 

Who letting loose the winds, 305 

Tost and tormented th'air; 

So that on ev'ry coast 
Men shipwrack did abide, 

Or else were swallow’d up 
In open sea with waves ; 

And such as came to shore, 

Were beaten with despair. 

The Medway’s silver streamy 

t hat wont so still tll» slide, 

^erc troubled now and wroth, 315 

Whose hidden hollow caves 
Along his banks, with fog 
Then shrouded from ^mail's eye, 

Ay Philip ! did resoiyid. 

Ay Philip ! they did cry. 

His nynjphs were seen no more, 

(Though custom still it craves) 


320 
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With hair spread to the wind. 

Themselves to bathe or ‘•port, 

Or with the hook or net, 325 

Baro-footed, wantonly 
'i he pleasant dainty fish 
'J’o entangle or deceive. 

The shepherds left 

Thejr wonted places of resort, 330 

Tlicir bagpipes now were still ; 

Their loving merry lays 

W4‘rc quite forgot^ and now 

Theii flocks, men might perceive 

To wander and to stray, 335 

All carelessly neglect ; 

And in the stead of mirth 
And pleasure, nights and days. 

Nought eUe was to be heard 

But w'oes, complaints, and moiic, 3^0 

But thou (O blessed Soul I) 

Dost liaply not lespcct 
'riiesc tears we shed, tliougli full 
Of loving pure aspect ; 

[la\ing affix'd thine eye 345 

On that most glorious throne, 

B'hcrc, full of majesty. 

The high Creator reigns ; . 

In whose bright shining face • 

Thy joys are all complete, 350 

Whose love kindles thy spright ; 

Where happy always one 
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2i4* 

Thou liv'st in bliss 

That earthly passion never stainy; 

Where from the purest spring, 355 

The sacred nectar sweet 
Is tliy continual drink ; 

Where thou dost gather now 
Of well employed life 

Th' inestiiruible gains; 360 

Where Venus on thee smiles, 

Apollo gives thee place, 

And Mars, in reverent wise 
Doth to thy vertue bow. 

And decks his tiery spliear .)65 

To do tliee honour most: 

In highest part whereof, 

Tliy valour for to grace, 

A chair of gold he sets 

To thee, and there doth tell 370 

Thy noble acts anew. 

Whereby even they tliat boast 
Themselves of ancient fame 
As l^yrrhus, Ilannh-ul, 

Scipio, and Caisar, with 37 ^ 

’riie rest that did excel 
In martial prowess, high 
Thy glory do admire. 

All liail ! therefore, 

O worthy Philip, immortal ! 3S0 

The flow re of Sydney’s race ! 

The honour of thy name ! 
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Whose worthy praise to sing 
I^Iy Muses not aspire ; 

But, sorrowful and sad, 385 

These tears to thee let fall. 

Yet wish their verses might 
So far and wide thy fame 
Extend, that envy’s rtigc 

Nor lime might end the same. 390 
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To the right honourable 

THE LADY STRANGE. 

MOST brave and noble Lad^ ! the things that maJee ye 
so muek honoured of the world as ye be, are such as 
(without my simple lines^ testimony) are throughly 
kno7vn to all men, namely, ymtr excellent beauty, your 
vertuous behaviour^ and your noble match with that 
most honotirabie lord, the very pattern of right nobU 
lity : hut the causes for whkk ye hate deserved of' me 
to be honoured ( if' honour it be at ad ) eirc both your 
particular bounties, and also some private bands of 
affinity which it hath pleased your Ladyship to ac- 
knowledge ; of which wfienas I found my self in no 
part worthy, I devised this last slender meanSf both 
to intimate my humble affection to your Ladyship, 
and also to make the same universally knoxvn to the 
world, that by honouring you they might know me, 
and by knowing me they might honour you, 

V'ouchsafe, noble Lady f to accept this simple remem- 
brance, though nut worthy of your self, yet such as, 
pa haps, by good s'lcceptance thereof, ye may here- 
after cull out a more meet and memorable evidence 
if your own excellent deserts, So, recommending 
the same to your Ladyship's good likings I humbly 
take leave, 

Y6ur Ladyship's humbly ever, 
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IlEIlKRSK tcrnu’, yo sacred Sisters Nine! 

'riie golden brood of great Apollo's wit, 

'riiobe piteous plaints and sorrowful sad line 
NVIiich late you poured forth as ye did sit 
110*^1110 the silver springs of Hclieone, 

Making your inusick of heart-breaking monc; 

For s-ince the time that Pheebus' foolish sou 
Vlhiindercd, through Jove's avengeful wrath, 
I’or traversing the churret of the sun 
Heyoiul the compass of the pointed path, 

Of you his mournful sisters was lameiited, 

Such mournful tunes were never since invented. 

Nor since that fair Calliope did lose 
IJer loved twins, the dcarlings of her joy, 

Her Palici, whom her unkindly foes, 

The Fatal Sisters, did for spight destroy, 

Whom all the Muses did bewail long spacJfe, 

Was ever heard such wailing in this place* 
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For all their groves, which with the heavenly noises 
Of tlieir sweet instruments were wont to sound, 20 
And th' hollow hills, from which their silver voices 
Were wont redoubled ecchocs to rebound, 

Did now rebound with nought but rueful cries, 

And yelling shrieks thrown up into the skies. 

The trembling streams, which wont in channels clear 
To rumble gently down with murmur soft, Q6 
And were by them right tuneful taught to bear 
A base’s part amongst their consorts- oft, 

Kow forc’d to overflow with brackish tears, 

With troublous noise did dull their dainty cars. 30 

The joyous Nymphs, and light-foot Fairies, 

Which thither came to hear their musick sweet, 
And to the measures of their melodies 
Did<!carn to move their nimble-shifting feet, 

Now hearing them so heavily lament, 35 

Like heavily lamenting from them wcut. 

And all that else wa^wontto work delight 
TJirough the divine infusion of their skill, 

And all that else seem’d fair and fresh in sight. 

So made by Nature for to serve their will, 40 
Was turned now to dismal heaviness, 

* Was turned now to dreadful ugliness. 

Ay me ! Vhat thing on earth, (hat all things breeds, 
Might be the cause of so impatient plight ? 
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What fury or what fiend, with felon deeds, 45 
Hath stirred up so mischievous dcspight ? 

Can grief then enter into heavenly hearts, 

And pierce immortal breasts with mortal smarts ? 

Vouchsafe yc then, whom only -it concerns, 

To me those secret causes to display, 50 

For none but you, or who of you it learns, 

Can rightfully arcad so doleful lay, 

Begin, thou eldest sister of the. crew, 

And let the resrt in order thee ensue. 

CLIO. 

Heak, thou great Father of the gods on high, 55 
That most art dreaded for thy thunder-darts, 

And thou our sire, that reign'st in Castalie, 

And Mount Parnass, the god of goodly art ; 

Hear and behold the miserable state 

Of us, thy daughters, doleful desolate. 60 

Behold the foul reproach and ppen shame. 

The which- is day by day unto us wrought, 

By such as hate the honour of our name. 

The foes of learning, and each gentle thought; 
They, not contented us themselves to scorn, 65 
Do seek to make us of the vforld forlorn. 

Nc only they that dwell in lowly dust. 

The sons of Darkness and ot Ignorance, 

But they whom thou, great Jove ! by doom unjust, 
Didst to the type of honour earst advance ; 70 
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They now, puft up with 'sdcignful insolence, 

Despise the brood of blessed Sapience. 

The sectaries of my celestial skill, 

That wont to be the world*s chief ornament, 

And learned imps that wont to shoot up still, 75 
And grow to height of kingdom’s government, 

They under keep, and with their spreading arms 
Do beat their buds, that perish through their 
harms. 

It most belioves the honourable race 
Of mighty peers true wisdom to sustain, SO 

And with their noble countenance to grace 
The learned foreheads without gift or gain ; 

Or rather 1 earn’d themselves behoves to be, 

That is the giriond of nobility. 

It 

But (ah !) all otherwise they do esteem So 

Of tV heavenly gift of wisdom’s influence, 

And to be learned it a base thing deem; 

Base minded they that want intclKgcucc ; 
j For God hims»3lf for wisdom most is prais’d, 

1 And moii ^ God thereby arc nighest rais’d. 9^ 

But they do only striv?; themselves to raise 
Through pompous pride and foolish vanity ; 

In th’cyes of people they put all their praise. 

And only boast of arms and ancestry ; 

But vertuoiis deeds, which did those arms first give 
To their grandsircs, they care not to atchievc, g6 
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So I, that do all noble feats profess 
To register, and sound in trump of gold, 

Through their bad doings or base slothfulness 
Find nothing worthy to be writ or told ; 100 

For better far it were to hide their names, 

Thau telling them to blazon out their blames. 

So shall succeeding ages have no light 
Of things forepast, nor monuments of time, 

And all that in this World is worthy hight 105 
Shall die in darkness, and lie hid in slime ; 
Therefore 1 mobrn with deep heart's sorrowing, 
}3eciuisc 1 nothing noble have to sing. 

With that she rained such stove of streaming tears. 
That could have made a stony heart to weep, 110 
And all her sisters rent their golden hears. 

And their fair faces with salt humour steep. 

So ended she ; and then the next in rew 
Began her grievous plaint, as doth ensue. 

MELPOMENE. 

O WHO shall pour into ray s\follen eyes 115 

A sea of tears that never may be dridc ! 

A brazen voice that may with shrilling cries 
Pierce the dull heavens, and fill the air so wide! 
And iron sides, that sighing piay endure. 

To wail the wretchedness of,world impure ? 120 

Ah 1 wretched World ! the den of wickecj^icss, 
Deform'd with filth and foul iniquity ; 
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Ah ! wretched World ! the house of heaviness, 
Fiird with the wrecks of mortal misery; 

Ah ! wretched World ! and all that is therein, 125 
The vassals of God's wrath, and slaves of sin, 

JMost miserable creature under sky 
Man without understanding doth appear. 

For all this world's affliction he thereby, 

And Fortune's freaks, is wisely taught to bear ; 

Of wretched life the only joy she is, 131 

And the only comfort in calamities. 

She arms the breast w ith constant patience 
Against the bitter throws of Dolour's darts; 

She soliiceth with rules of sapience 135 

The gentle minds, in midst of worldly smarts : 

When he is sad she seeks to make him merry, 

And doth refresh his sprights when they be weary. 

But he that is of reason's skill bereft, 

And wants the staff of wdsdom him to stay, 140 
Is like a ship in midst, of tempest left, 

Withouten holm or pilot her to sway : 

Full sad and dreadful is that ship's event; 

So is the man that wants entendiment. 

Why then do foolish men so much despise 145 
The precious store of these celestial riches ? 

Why do they banish us, that patronize 

The name of Learning i Most unhappy wretches I 
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The which lie drowned in deep wretchedness, 

Yet do not see their own unhappiness. 150 

My part it is, and my professed skill. 

The stage with tragick huskins to adorn, 

And fill the scene with plaints and outcries shrill 
Ot wretched persons to misfortune born ; 

But none more tragick matter I can find 155 

Than this, of men depriv’d of sense ai>d mind. 

For Jill man's life me seems a tragedy 
Full of sad sights and sore catastrophees ; 

First coming to the world with weeping eye, 

Where all his days, like dolorous trophecs, l50 
Are heapt with spoils of fortune and of fear, 

And he at last laid forth on baleful bier. 

So all with rueful spectacles is fill’d, 

Fit for Megnera or Persephone, 

But I, that in true tragedies am skill'd, 1 65 

The flowre of wit find nought to busy me, 

I'herefore I mourn and pitifully mone, 

Because that mourning matter I have none. 

Then 'gan she woefully to wail, and wring 

Her wretched hands in lamentable wise ; 170 

And all her sisters thereto answering 

Threw forth loud shrieks and drery doleful cries* 

So rested she; and then the next in rew 
Began her grievous plaint, as doth ensue* 
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Whkke bo the swoet tk;lij;hts of loajniing’s iroa&iiro, 
T^^at wont with comick sock to beautify 
The |KiintOcl theatres, and till pleasure 
The listiiers’ eyes and ears with melody, 

111 which L late was wont to reign as queen, 

And mask in mirth with graces well beseen? 

O ! all is gone ; and all that goodly Olec, 

Which wont to be the glory of gay wits, 

L Itud abed, and no where' now to see, 

And in her room unseemly Sorrow' sits, 

AVitli Jiollow brows and grie.sly countenance 
Marring in*} joyous gentle dalliance. 

And liim besides sits ugly Barbarism, 

And brutish Ignorance, ycre}>t of late 
Out of drad darkness of the deep abysm, 

Where being bred, lu* light and Iioavon docs hate; 
*^rhey in the minds of men ikjw' lyrannize, 

And the fair scene witli rudeness foul disguize. 

All places they with fully have posscst, 

Ami w’ith vain toys the vulgar entertain, 

But luc fitivp hanibhed, with nil the rest J9,5 

That whilom wont to wait upon my train, 

Fine Countcrfesance, and unhurtful Sport, 

Delight, and Laughter, deckt in si'emly sort. 

All these, and all that else the comick stage 
With season'd wit and goodly pieasance graced. 


. 170 * 
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Tifc or the muses, 

which md7i\ life in his ilke•^t image, <>01 

Was limned foith, aie wholly now deUo'd , 

And those sweet wits, which wont the like to frnme, 
Aie now de‘‘pis\l, ind made d laughing game* 

And he, the m* n whom Nature sell hid made 20^ 
To mock hei self, and truth to intimate, 

With kindly countei tindci mimitk diide, 

Onr pleasant W ill^, ah * is dead ot 1 lU , 

With whom all joy and |ollj nicr iment 

Is a*so d< ad( d, and m doloui dicnt. 210 

In stead Iheieot, scofTnitj Scmidity, 

And scorning loll} with Contempt is rupt, 

Rolling m rimes ot ''hamclevs iib ludi v 
Without Kgaid, or due decoiuni kept , 

Toch idle wit at will piesiimes to make, 215 

And doth the kaincd’s task upon luin lake* 

But that same gentle spiiit, tiom whose pen 
Laigc streams of hone} niul sweet nectai flow, 
Stoiiung the boldnesa ot such base-born men, 

Which daie then tollies fuith so rashly thiovv, 220 
Doth ralhei choose to <>it in idle cell, 
ihan so himsclt to to sell* 

bo am lonade th< sen ant or the many, 

And laughing-stofk ol all that list to scorn, 

Not honoured noi cared toi of any, ^ 225 

But loaith^d of loscls as a thing forloin ; 
vox*. VI. » 
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Therefore I mourn and sorrow with the rest, 

Until my cause of sorrow be redrest. 

Therewith she loudly did lament and shrike, 

Pouring forth streams of tears abundantly, 2:10 
And all her sisters, with compassion like, 

The breaches of her singults did supply. 

So rested she ; and then the next in row 
Began grievous plaint, as doth ensew* 

EUTERPE. 

LiivE as the dearling of the summer^s pride, !23o 
Fair Philomele ! wlicn winter's stormy wrath 
The goodly fields, tliat erst so gay were dv'd 
In colours di\efs, <piite despoiled hath, 

Ail comfortless doth hide her cheerless head 
.During the time of that her widowhead ; 210 

So wc, that erst were wont in sweet accord 
All places with our pleasant notes to till, 

Whilst favourable times did us afford 
Free liberty to chifuiU our charms at will, 

All comfortless upon the baled bow, 243 

Like woful culvers, do sit wailing ii(tw. 

For far move bitter storm than winter's stower, 

The beauty of the world hath lately wasted, 

And those fresh buds, which . w'ont so fair to 
• ilower, 

Hath marred quite, and all their blossoms blasted; 
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sAnd those young plants, which wont with fruit 
F abound, 

Now without fruit or leaves arc to be found. 

A stony coldness hath benumb’d the sense 
And lively spirits of each living wiglit. 

And dimm’d with darkness their intelligence, 255 
Darkness more than Cymmerians’ daily night; 

And monstrous Error, flying in the air, 

Hath marr’d the face of all that seemed fair. 

Image of hellish Horror, Ignorance, 

Born ill the bosom of the black abyss, 2(i0 

And fed with Furies* milk for sustenance 
Of his weak infancy, begot amiss 
By yawning Sloth on his own mother Night, 

So he his sons both sire and brother hight : 2() 1. 

He, arniM with blindness and with boldness stout, 
(For blind is bold) hath our fiiir light defaced, 

And gathering unto him a ragged rout 
Of Fauns and Satyrs, hath our dwellings raced, 

And our chaste bowers, in which all vertuc rcignM, 
With briitishness and beastly filth hath stain’d. 270 

The sacred springs of horse-foot Helicon, 

So oft bedewed with our learned layes, 

And speaking streams of pure Caslalion, 

The famous witness of our wonted praise, ^ 274* 

They trampled have with their foul footing’s tread, 
And like to troubled puddles have them made. 
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Our pleasfint groves, which planted were willi plains, 
That with out inusick wont so oft to ring, 

And arbours sweet, in which the shepherds^ swains 
Were wont so oft their pastorals to sing, 2S0 

They have cut down, and all their pleasure marr'd, 
That now no pastoral is to be heard. 

In stead of them, foul goblins and shriek-owls, 

With fearful how'ling do all places fill, 

And feeble Eccho now laments and howls 2S5 
The dreadful accents of their out-cries shrill : 

So all is turned into wilderness, 

Whilst Ignorance the Muses dnth oppress. 

And I, whose joy was carst with sjuiit full, 

To teach the warbling pipe to sound aloft, 2^0 
!My spirits, now dismay’d with sorrow dull, 

Do lyonc my misery with silence soft ; 

Therefore 1 mourn and wail incessantly. 

Till please th’ Heavens allbrd me remedy. 

Therewith she waileiT with exceeding wo, 2$5 
And piteous lamentation did make ; 

And all her sisters seeing her do so, 

With equal plaints her sorrow did partake. 

So rested she ; and th^n the next in rew 

Began her grievous plaint, as doth ensue. 300 

TERPSICHORE. 

Whoso hath in the lap qf soft Delight 

Been long time lull’d, and fed with pleasure sweet, 
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Fearless through his own fault or Fortune's spight 
To tumble into sorrow and regret. 

If chance him fall into calamity, 305 

Finds greater burthen of his misery. 

So we, that earst in joyance did abound, 

And in the bosom of all bliss did sit, 

Like virgin queens, with laurel garlands crown’d. 
For vertue’s meed and ornament of wit, 310 

Sith Ignorance our kingdom did confound, 

Be now becorab most wretched wights on ground. 

And in our royal thrones, which lately stood 
In tV hearts of men to rule them carefully, 

He now hath placed his accursed brood, 315 

By him begotten of foul Infamy ; 

Blind Error, scornful Folly, and base Spiglit, 

Who hold by wrong that we should have by rfght. 

They to the vulgar sort now pipe and sing. 

And make them merry with tkeir fooleries 320 
They cheerly chant, and rimes at random fling, 

^J'he fruitful spawn of their rank fantasies : 

'rhey feed the cars of fools with flattery. 

And good men blame, and losels magnify. 

. 

All places they do with their toys possess, 325 
And reign in liking of the multitude ; ^ 

Tiie schools they fill with fond ncw-fanglcness, 

And sway in court with pride and rashness rude : 
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'Mongst simple shepherds they do boast their skill. 
And say their musick matcheth Pha'bus' quill. 330 

The iud)le hearts to pleasures they allure, 

And tell their prince that learning is but vain ; 

Fair ladies loves they spot with thoughts impure, 
And gentle minds with leud delights distaiu: 

Clerks they to loathly idleness inlice, 33v'> 

And fill their books with discipline of vice. 

So every where they rule^and tyrannize. 

For their usurped kingdom’s maintenance, 

The whiles we silly maid% whom they despizc, 

And with reproachful scorn discountenance, 3d0 
From our otvii nalise heritage exil'd, 

Walk through the world, of every one revil'd. 

Nor ally one dotli care to call us in, 

Or once vouchsafeth us to entertain 

Unless some one, perhaps of gentle kin, 345 

For pities sake compa%-sion our pain, 

And }icld us some relief in this distress; 

Yet to be so reliev'd is wretchedness. 

So wander we all careful comfortless^ 

Yet none doth care to comfort us at all ; 350 

So seek we help our sorrow to redress, 

Yet none vouchsafes to answer to our call ; 
Therefore we mourn and pitiless complain, 

Because none living pitieth our pain. 
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With that she wept and wofully lamented, 3j5 
That nought on earth her grief might pacity, 

And all the rest her doleful din augmented 
With shrieks, and groans, and grievous agony. 

So ended she; and then the next in rew 

Bogan her piteous plaint, as doth ensue* 350 

ERATO. 

Ye gentle Spirits ! breathing from above, 

Where yc in Venus’ silver bowre were bred, 
Thoughts half divine, full of the fire of love. 

With beauty kindled, and with pleas\^re fed, 

Which ye now in security possess, 355 

Forgetful of your former heaviness ; 

Now change the tenor of your joyous layes, 

With which yc use your loves to deify, 

And blazon forth an earthly beauty's praise 
Above the compass of the arched sky : 370 

Now change your pfaises unto*piteous cries, 

And eulogies turn into elegies. 

Such as ye wont whenas those bitter stounds 
Of raging love first gan you to torment, 37*1? 

And launce your hearts with lamentable wounds 
Of secret sorrow and sad lan^uishmeiit, 

Before your loves did take y^u unto grace ; 

Those now renew, as fitter for this place. 

For I, that rule in measure moderate 

The tempest of that stormy passion, 330 
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And use to paint in limes the troublous state 
Of lover's life in likest fa‘‘hion, 

Am put from practise of my kindly skill, 

Banish’d b j those that love with lewdness fill* 

Love wont to be school-master of my skill, 3S5 
And the deviceful matter* of my song ; 

Sweet Lo\c ! devoid of villany or ill, 

But pure and spotless, as at first he sprong 
Out ot I h' Almighty’s bosom, where ho nests, 

From thence intused into mortal brtsts. 390 

Such high conceit of that celestial fire, 

The base-born brood of Blindness cannot ghess, 

Nc never dare their dunghil thoughts aspire , 

Unto so lofty pitch of perfectness, 

But rime at riot, and do rage in love, 395 

Yet^ittle wutc what doth thereto behove. 

Fair thcrec ! the mother of Delight, 

And Queen of beauty, now thou may^st go pack, 

For lo ! thy kingdom is defaced quight, 

I'liy scepter rent, and pouer pul to wrack ; 400 

And thy gay son, the winged God of Love, 

May now go prune his plumes like ruffed dove. 

« 

And }o three Twins, to light by Venus brought, 
The sweet companions of the Muses late, 

From wh^>m what-ever thing is goodly thought, 40 j 
D oth borrow grace, tlic fancy to aggrate, 
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Go beg with us, and be companions still, 

As heretofore of good, so now of ill. 

For neither you nor we shall any more 

Find entertainment or in court or school ; 410 

For that which wa<? accounted herctofon? 

The learned’s meed, is now lent to the fool : 
lie sings of love, and maketh lo\ing lays, 

And they him hear, and they him highly praise. 

With that she [toured forth a brackish flood 41 o 
Of bitter tears, and made exceeding monc ; 

And all her sisters seeing her sad mood, 

With loud laments her answer’d all at one. 

So ended she ; and then the next in rew 

Began her grievous plaint, as doth ensue, 420 

CALLIOPE, 

To whom shall I ray evil case complain, 

Or tcH the anguish of my inwtyrd smart, 

Sith none is left to remedy my pain, 

Or deigns to pity a perplexed heart, 

But rather seeks my sorrow to augment 425 

With foul reproach and cruel banishment ? 

For they to whom I used to apply 
The faithful service of iny learned skill, 

The goodly off-spring of Jove's progeny, 

That wont the world with famous acts to fill, 4J0 
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Whose livinii; praises in heroick stile 
It is iny cliief piofession to compile ; 

They, all conuptod through the rust of time, 

That doth all faiicst things on earth deface, 

Or through uniioble sloth or sinful ciimc, 435 
That doth degenerate the noble race, 

Have both dosire of woithy deeds forlorn, 

And name of learning uttcily do scorn. 

Ne do they caie to have the tiunccslvy 

Of til’ old heroes memoriz’d anew; 440 

Ne do they care that late posterity 

Mioubl know thoir names, or speak their praises due, 

13ut die foigot, from whence at first they sprong. 

As th(‘y thciiisehes shall be forgot ere long. 

Whai bouts it then to come from glorious 415 
rorcfalhers, or to ha\c been nobly bred ? 

What odds 'iwixt Inis and old luachus, 

^’l\vi\t best and wor^Jt, when both alike arc ded, 

If none of neither mention should make, 

Nor out of dust their raemoiics awake ? 450 

Or who would ever care to do brave deed. 

Or St live in vertuc others to excel, 

If none should }ield him his deserved meed, 
t Due praise, that is the spur of doing well? 

Foi if go6d were not praised more than ill, 455 
None would chuse goodness of his own fice-wiil. 
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Therefore the Nurse of Vcrtue I am bight, 

And Golden Trumpet of eternity, 

That lowly thoughts lift up to heaven’s height, 

And mortal men have power^to deify : 460 

Bacchus and Hercules 1 rais’d to heaven, 

And Charlemain amongst the starris seaven, 

Bui now I will my golden clarion rend, 

And will henceforth immortali;«c no more, 

Sith I no more find worthy to commend 465 

For prize of value, or for learned lore ; 

For noble peers whom I was wont to raise, 

Now only seek for pleasure, nought for praise. 

Their great revenues all in sumptuous pridd 
They spend, that nought to learning they may 
spare: 470 

And the rich fee which poets wont divide, 

Now parasites and sycophants do share; 

Therefore I mourn and endless sorrow make, 

Both for my self and for my sist^s’ sake. 

^Yith that she loudly 'gan to wail and shrike, 475 
And from her eyes a sea of tears did poure, 

And all her sisters, with compassion like, 

Did more increase the sharpncifes of her showre. 

So ended she ; and then the next in rew 

Began her plaint, as doth herein ensue. 480 



J2(js THE TEARS OF THE MUSES. 


URANIA. 

WiiAT wrath of gods, or wicked indueiicc 
Of.stap, conspiring wi etched men t' afflict, 

Hath pour’d on earth this noyous pestilence 
That mortal minds doth inwardly infect 
\Vith love of blindness and of ignorance, 485 
To dwell in darkness without soverance ? 

What difference 'twixt man and beast is left, 

When tlf heavenly light of knowledge is put out, 
And th’ ornaments of wisdom are bereft? 

Then \Nandreth he in error and in doubt, 4^0 
Unwocting of the danger he is in, 

Through fleshes frailty, and deceit of sin. 

In this wide world in which they wretches stray, 

It fs the only comfort which they have, 

It is their light, their load>$tar, and their day; 495 
But hell, and darkness, and the grisly grave, 

Is ignorance, tlic crA?my of grace, 

'I'hat minds of men born heavenly doth debace* 

Through knowledge we behold the World's crea- 
tion. 

How in his cradle fir^ he fostered was, 500 

And judge of Nature's cunning operation, 

1 low thpgs she formed of a formless mass ; 

By knowledge we do learn our selves to know, 

And what to man, and what to God, owe. 
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From hence wc mount aloft into the sky, 505 
And look into the crystal firmament; 

Thcic \ve bcdiold the heaven’s great hierarch}^, 

The stars' pure light, the sitLcres' swift movement, 
The spirits and intelligences fair, 

And angels waiting on th' Almighty's chair. 510 

And there, with humble mind and high insight, 

Th' Eternal Maker's majesty we \ icw, 

*llis love, his truth, his glory, and his might, 

And mercy, more than mortal mo#i can view. 

0 sovereign Lord ! O soveieigri happiness ! 515 

To see thee and illy mercy measureless I 

Such happiness have they that do cmbiace 
The precepfk of my lieavcnly discipline ; 

But shame and sorrow, and accursed case, 

Have they that scorn the school of arts divine, ^5C0 
And banish me, which do possess^ the skill 
To make men heavenly-wise through humbled will. » 

However yet they me despise and spight,’ 

1 feed on sweet contentment of my thought, 

And please my self with mine own-sell delight, 525 
In contemplation of things heavenly wrought: 

So loathing earth I look up tq the sky, 

And being driven hence, I thither fly. 

Thence I behold the misery of men, 

Which want the bliss that wisdom would tlem breed, 
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Ami like brute beasts do lie in loatlisom den 531 
Of ghostly darkness and of ghastly dreed ; 

For whom I mourn, and for my self complain, 

And for my sisters eke, whom they disdain. 

With that she wept and waiVd so piteously, 505 
As if her eyes had been two springing wells ; 

And nil the rest, her sorrow to supply, 

Did throw forth shrikes, and cries, and drery 3 ^ells. 

So ended slie, and then the next in rew 

Began her mournful plaint, as doth ensue. 540 

POLYHYMNIA. 

A DOLEFUL case desires a doleful song, 

Without vain art or curious complements, 

And squallid fortune into baseness (long, 

Doth scorn the pride of wonted ornaments 
Then fittest arc these ragged rimes for me, 545 
To«tcll my sorrows, that exceeding be. 

For the sweet numbers and melodious measures 
With which I wont^thc winged w'ords to ty, 

And make a tun<5ful diapase of pleasures, 

Now being let to run at liberty 550 

By those which have no skill to rule them right, 
Have now quite lost their natural delighU 
• 

Heaps of huge words 'uphoorded hideously, 

With horrid sound, though having little sense, 

They tWnk to be chief praise of poetrys 555 

And thereby wanting due intelligence, 
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Have marr'd the face of goodly Pocsie, 

And made a monster of their fantasic. 

Whilom in ages past none might profess, 

But princes and high priests, that secret skill ; * o 60 
The sacred laws therein they wont express, 

And with deep oracles their verses fill ; 

Then was she held in sovereign dignity, 

And made the noursling of nobility. 

But now nor prince nor priest doth lier maintain, 5()5 
But suffer her prophaned for to be 
Of the base vulgar, that with hands unclean 
Dares to pollute her hidden mystcrie, 

And treadeth under foot her holy tilings, 

Which was the care of kesars and of kings. 570 

One only lives, her age’s ornament, 

And mirror of her Maker’s majesty, 

That with rich bounty and dear cherishment, 
Supports the praise of noble Poesie ; 

Ne only favours them which if profess, 575 

But is herself a peerless poetress. 

Most peerless prince, most peerless poetress ! 

The true Pandora of all hea^nly graces, 

Divine Eliza, sacred emperess! 

Live she for ever, and her royal places 580 

Be fill’d with praises of divinest >vits, 

That her enternize with their heavenly writs# 
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Some few l^csiclo this sacred skill esteem, 

Admirers of licr glorious excellence, 

AVliich being liglitnod with her bcaut3^*s beam, 6S5 
Arc thereby fiird with happy intliience, 

And* lifted up above the wo rides gaze. 

To sing with angels her immortal praizc. 

Ikit all the rest, as l»orn of'salvage brood, 

And having been with acorns always fed, 590 

Can no whit savour this celestial food. 

But with base thoughts are into blindness led, 

And kept from lookibg on the lightsom day. 

For whom J wail and weep all that 1 may. 

Eftsoons such store of te^rs she forth did powre, 

As if she all to water would have gone, 596- 

And all her sisters, seeing her sad stowrc, 

Did^wcep and wail, and made exceeding mono. 

And all their learned instruments did break ; 

The rest untold, no living tongue can speak. 600 
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\ £ hea\en1y Spirits ! whose itshy ciiulers lie 
Under deep ruines^ with togfe %alh opprest. 

But not your praise, the which shall never die 
Through your fair verses, ne in ashe^^liest; 
li so be shrilling voice of wight alive 
May reach from hence to depth T>f dafkest hellt 
Then let those deep abysses Open rive, 

That ye may understand my shrieking yetU 
Thrice having seen, under the heaven's veil, 
Your tombs’ devoted compass pver all, 

Thrice unto you with loud voice I appeal, 

And for yenr antique fhry here do call, 

The whUcs that I with sacred horror sing 
Your glory, frirest of all earthly thing, 

VOL. YU T 
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II. 

Greiit Babylon her haughty walls will praise, 

And sharped steeples high slitH up in air; 

Greece will ihc old Ephesian buildings blaze, 

Aivi Nylus* nurslings their pyramids lair; , 

*rhc same yet \aunling Greece will tell the story 
Of Jove's great image in Olympus placed, 

]\Iaus()lus* work will be the Carians' glory, 

And Crete will b<nist the Labyrinth now raced : 
*rhc,antiquc Rhodian will likewise set foi-tk 
'I'he great Coloss, croct to memory ; 

And what else in the world is of like worth, 

Some greater learned wit will magnify: 

But I will sing, above all moni meals, 

Seven Roman hills, the world's seven wonderments, 
nr. 

'rhou Sti anger ! whicli for Rpmc in Romehcre scekest, 
And nought of Rome in Rome perceiv’st at all, 
Tht'sc same old walls, old arches, whicli thou seest, 
Old palaces, is that which Rome men call. 

Behold what wreck, what ruine, and what waste, 
And how that she,«vrliich with her mighty powrc 
Tam’d all the world, hath tam’d her self at last, 
I'hc prey of Time, which all things doth devoure. 
Rome now of Rome is th’oiily funerall, 

And only Rome of Rome hath victory; 

Ne ought save 'lyber^ hastning to his fall, 

Remains of all, O world's inconstancy! 

That which is firm doth flit and fall away. 

And that is flitting doth abide and stay. 
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. IV. 

She, whose high top above the stars ditl sore, 

One foot on Thetis, th’ other on the Morning, 

One hand on Scythia, th* other on the More, 

Both heaven and earth in roundness compassing ; 
Jove fearing, least if she should greater grow, 

The giants old shouht once again uprise, [now 
Her whelm’d with hills, these seven hills, which be 
Tombs of her greatness, which did threat the skies : 
Upon her head he hcapt Mount Saturnal, 

U[)on her belly tU’ antique Palatine, 

Upon her stomack laid Mount Quirinal, 

On her left hand the noysome Esquiline, 

And Cielian on the right ; but both her feet 
Mount Viminal and Aventine do meet. 

' y* . ’ 

Who lists to see what«ever Nature, Art, 

And Heaven could do, O Rome! thee let him set;, 
In case thy greatness he can guess in heart, 

By that which hut the picture is of thee. 

Rome is no more! but if the shaejp of Rome 
May of the body yield a seeming sight, 

It’s like a corse drawn forth out of the tomb 
By magick skill out of eternal night : 

’i’hc corps of Rome in ashes is entombed, 

And her great spirit, rejoyned tb the spirit 
Of this great mass, is in the same emvombed ; 

But her brave writings, which her famous merit, 

In spight of time, out of the dust doth ?ear, * 

Do make her idol through the world appear. 
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Yl. 

Such as the Bcrecynthian goddess bright. 

In her swift charret, with high turrets crown’d, 
Proud that so many gods she brought to light, 

Such was this cit}^ in her good da^’^s found ; 

This city, more than that great Phrygian mother, 
lleuowii’d for fruit of famous progeny. 

Whose greatness, by the greatness of none other, 
But by her self her equal match could see : 

Home only might to Rome, compared. be, 

And only Home could make great Rome to tremble; 
So did the gods by heavenly doom decree 
Tliat other earthly powre should not resemble 
Her that did match the whole earth’s pui&sauucc, 
And did her courage to the heavens advaunce. 

. Vll. 

Ye sacred Ruincs ! and ye tragick Sights! 

Which only do themame of Home retain, 

Old moniments^, which of sp famous sprighis 
The honour yet in aslics do maintain ; 

Triumphant arcks^. spy rps .neighbours to the skyc, 
That you to see doth thf heaven it self appall, 

^|as ! by little ye to nothing fly, 

peopIe{» fable and the spoil of all ; 

And though your frames, do for a time make war 
’Gainst Time, yet Time in .time .shall ruinate 
Your works and names, and your Jast reliques mar. 
My sad desires rest therefore moderate ; 

For if that time nuikc end of thing so sure, 

It als will end the pain which I endure. 
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VIII, 

Through arms and vassals Rome the vrorld subdu'd. 
That one would ween that one sole city’s strength 
Both land and sea in roundness had surview'd, 

To be the measifre of her breadth and length : 

This people's vcrtue yet so fruitful was 
Of vcrtuous nephews, that posterity, 

Striving in powre their grand-fathers to pass, 

.The lowest earth joyn’d to the heavens high, 

To til' end that having all parts in their powre. 
Nought from the Roman empire might be quight, 
And that though Time doth common-wealths devourc, 
Yet no time shoutd so low embase their hight, 

That her head earth'd in her foundation deep, 
Should not her name and endless honour keep. 

IX. 

Yc cruel stars! and eke ye gods unkind ! 

Heaven envious! and bitter stepdame Nature !# 

Be it by fortune or by course of kind 
That ye do wield th' afiairs of earthly creature, 
Why have your hands long silhgnce travailed 
To frame this world that doth endure so long } 

Or why vrere not these Roman palaces 
Made of some matter no less firm and strong ? 

I say not, as the common voice doth say. 

That all things which beneath the moon have being 
Are temporal, and subject to decay ; 

But I say rather, thongh not all agreeing 
With some that ween the contrary in thou'^ht, 

That all this Whole shall one day come to nought. 
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X. 

As that brave son of iEson, which by charms 
Atchiov'd the Golden Fleece iu Coldiid laml, 
Out^of the earth engendred men of arms 
Of dragon's teeth, sown in the sacred sand ; 

So this brave town, that in her youtlily days 
An hydra was of warriors glorious, 

Did till with her renowned noursling's praise 
M’hc fjory sun's botli one and other house ; 

But they at last, there being then not living 
An Hercules, so rank seed to repre&N> 

Emongst themselves with cruel fury htriving, 

Mow'd down tlicmsclvcs vvith slaughter me iciless, 
Renewing in themselves that rage unkind, 

Whicli whilom did those earth-born brethren blind. 

KI. 

Mars, shaming to have given so great head 
'J'o Ms oil-spring, that mortal puissaunce 
Puft up with pride of Roman hardyhed, 

Seem’d above Heaven's powrc it self t'advaunce, 
Cooling again his foamier kindled heat, 

With which he had those Roman spirits fill'd, 

Did blow new fire, and with entlamed 'breath 
Into the Gotliick cold hot rage bistill'd ? 

Then 'gan that nation, th' earth's new giants brood. 
To dart abroad the thunder-bolts of war, 

And beating down these walls with furious mood 
Into her mother's bosom, all did mar, 

To th' end that none, all were it Jove his sire, 
Should boast himself of the Romane empire. 
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XI f. 

Liko as whilom tlic children of the earth 
J leapt hills on hills, to acalo the starry skve, 

And flight against the gods of heavenly birth, 

AVhilos Jove at them his thmuler-bolts let flyc ; 
y\ll snddoiil\% with lightning overthrown, 

'i’he furi(^s squadrons down to ground did fall, 
That th’ earth, under her children’s weight did gronc, 
»\nd th’ heavens in glory triiimpht over all ; 

So did that lianghty front which heaped was 
On these seven Roman hills, it self uprear 
Over the world, and lift her lofty face 
Against the heaven, that 'gan her force to fear; 

But now the scorned fields bemone her tall, 

And gods secure fear not her force at all* 

XIII, 

Not tlio swift fury of the dames aspiring, 

Nor the ileep wounds of victor's raging blade, 

Nor ruthlcijs spoil of souldicrs blood-desiring, 

J'he which so oft thee, Home, their conquest made; 
Nc sti okc on stroke of fortune v^inaJble, 

No rust of age hating continuance, 

Nor wrath of gods, nor spright of men unstable, 
Nor thou oppos’d gainst thine own puissance; 

Nor th’ horrible uprore of winds high blowing. 

Nor swelling streams of that god snaky-paced, 

M’ hich hath so often with his overflowing 
Thee drenched, have thy pride so much abased, 

But that this nothing, which they have thec*Icft, 
MakjEs the world wonder what they from thee reft. 
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XIV. 

As men in summer fearless pass the fooni, 

Which is in winter lord of all the plain, 

Ami with his tumbling streams doth bear aboord 
The ploughman's hope and shepherd's labour vain ; 
And as the coward beasts use to despise 
'Fhc noble lyon after his live's end, 4 
Whetting their teeth, and with vain fool-hardisc 
Oaring the foe that cannot him defend; 

And as at Troy most dastards of the Greeks 
Did brave about the corps of Heefeor cold ; 

So those w^bich whilom wont with pallid checks 
'Fhc Roman triumphs' glory to behold. 

Now on these ashie tombs show boldness vain, 

And, conquer'd, dare the conquerour disdain. 

XV. 

Ye pallid Spirits ! and ye a$hic Ghosts 1 
WIfich joyning in the brightness of your day, [boasts, 
Brought forth those signs of your presumptuous 
Wiiich now their dusty rcliqnes do bewray ; 

Tell me, ye Spirits^- (sith the darksom river 
^Of Styx, not passable to souls returning, 

Enclosing you in thrice three wards for ever. 

Do not retrain your images still mduming) 

Tell me then (for perhaps some one of you 
Yet here above him secretly doth hide) 

Do ye not feel your torments to accrew, 

When ye sometimes behold the ruin'd pride 
Of these old Roman works, built with your hands^ 
Now to ^become nought else but heaped sands? 
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XVI. 

Like as ye see the wrathful sea from far 
In a groat mountain heapt with hideous iioyse, 
Eftsoons of thousand billows should red nar, ^ 
Against a rock to break with dreadful poyse ; 

Like as ye see fell Boreas with sharp blast 
Tossing huge tempests through the troubled sky, 
Eftsoons having his wide wings spent in wast, 

To stop his weary cariere suddenly ; 

And as ye sec huge flames spread divcrsly, 
Gather'd in cfnc up to the heavens to spire, 
Eftsoons consum'd to fall down feebily ; 

So whylom did this monarchy aspire 
As \yaves, as wind, as fire, spread over all, 

Till it by fatal doom adown did fall. 

- xvn. 

So long as Jove's great bird did make his flight, 
Bearing the fire w'ith which heaven doth us ^fray, 
Heaven had not fear of that presumptuous might 
With which the gyants did the gods assay j 
But all so soon as scorchingisun bad brent 
Ilis wings, which wont the earth to overspred, 

Tlie earth out of the massie womb forth sent 
That anliquejitorro/ which made heaven adred. 
Then was the German Raven in disguise, 

That Roman Eagle seen to cleave asunder, 

And towards heaven freshly to arise ^ . 

Out of these mountains, now consum'ij^B^wdcr, 
Jn which the fowl that serves to bear ftie lightning 
Is now no more seen flying nor alighting. 
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XVIIl. 

TIk'S^. bonps of stones, those ohl wiills which ye see 
^Vere. first cncl(»surcs but of salvatTf^ soil, 

And those bravo palaces, which inaistred be 
Of 'rime, w'ore shepherds' coitai;<'s soniewhilo : 
'riuMi took the shepherd's kingly ornaments, 

And the stout hynd arm'd his right hand wiili steel 
iLllsoons their ruh? of yearly presidents 
CSrew gicat, and six months greater a great ileal, 
Whicli made )ierpelua], rose to so groat 
’J’hat (hence th' Imperial Eagle rooting'' look, 

'I’ill th’ heaven it self opposing 'gainst her might, 
Jler [>o\ver to Poter s succe.ssor betook, 

\\]jo sbeplierd-like (as Fates the same foreseeing) 
Doth show that all things turn to their first being, 

XXX. 

All that I!? ])eiTcct winch th' heaven beautifies. 

All tbaiJs imperfect, born below the moon, 

Ail (hat doth feed onv spirits and our eyes, 

And all that doth consume ourpleasurcs soon ; 

All the mishap the whiglt our days outwears, 

All the good hap of th’ oldest times afore, 

Pome, in the lime of her great ancestors, 

Dike a Pajulora, locked long in store : 

Blit Destiny, this huge chaos tunnoyling, 

In which all good and evil was enclosed, 

'rin'ir heavenly vertues from these woes assoyling, 
C’anied tsS* heaven, from sinful bondage loosed ; 

Bat their grcTit sins, the causers of their pain, 
Uiitlcr these antique ruins yet remain. 
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No othorwi-i^ than rainy cloud, first fed 
\V^jth carthl}’ vapours gatlioFd in the air, 

Eflsoons in compass arcird, to stcc[) his hod, ^ 

Doth plongc himself 111 Thotys' bosom fair; 

And mounting up again from whence he came, 

With his groat holly sjircds the dimmed world, 

'I’dl at the last, dissolving his moist frame 
In rain, or snow, or hail, he forth is horld : 

This city, which was drst but shcplicrd's shade. 
Uprising hy degrees, grew to such height, 

I’hat queen of land and sea her self slie made : 

At last, not able to bear so great wight, 

Her power disperst through all the world did vado, 
'Jo shew that all in th* end to nought shall fade. 

XXI. 

The same which Pyrrhus, and the puissance 
Of Africk could not tame, that same brave city 
Which, with stout courage arniM against mischance, 
Sustain'd the shock of •common enmity, 
l/ong as her sliip tost with so many freaks, 

Had all the world in arms against her bent, 

\Vas never seen that any fortune's wreaks 
Could break her course, begun with brave intent j 
But when the object of her vertue fail'd, 

Her power it selif against it sblf did arm : 

As he that having long in tempest sail'd, 

Fain would arrive, but cannot for the storm, 

If too great wind against the port him drAe, 

Doth in the port it self his vessai rive. 
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XXII. 

When tliat brave lionbur of the Latinc name, 

Which nicar’d her rule with Africa and Byze, 

With Thames’ inhabitants of noble fame. 

And they which sec the dawning day arise. 

Her nourslings did M'ith mutinous uprore 
Hearten against her self, her conquer'd spoil, 

Which she had won from all the world afore, 

Of all the world was spoiled within a while ; 

So when the compass'd course of th' universe 
In six and thirty thousand years is run, 

The bands of tb* elements shall back reverse 
To their first discord, andvbe quite undone : 

The seeds, of which all things at first were bred. 
Shall in great Chaos' womb again be hid. 

xxm. 

O wary wisdom of the man, that would 
That Carthage towres from spoil should be forborn ! 
To th* end that his victorious people should 
With cankering leisure not be overworn ! 

He well foresaw how«ithat’the Roman courage, 
Impatient of pleasure's faint desires, 

Through idleness would turn to civil rage. 

And be her self the matter of hi^' fires ; 

For in a people given aU to case, 

Ambition is engendred basily $ 

As in a vicious body, gross disease. 

Soon grows through humours superflufty. 

That came* to pass, when,"ivvoln with plenty's pride, 
Nor prince, nor peer, nor kin, they would abide. 
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, XXIV. 

rf the blind fury which wars broedeth oft, 

Wonts not t" enrage the hearts of equal beasts, 
Whetlier they fare on foot or tly aloft, 

*Or armed be with claws or scaly creasts, 

What fell Eryiinis with hot burning tongs. 

Did gripe your hearts with noisom rage imbew’d, 
I'hat each to other working cruel wrongs, 

^'our blades in your own bowels you embrew’d ? 
Was this (ye Romans !) your hard destiny, 

Or some old sgn, whose unappeased guilt 
PourM vengeance forth on you eternally ? 

Or brothers' blood, the which at first was spilt 
Upon your walls, that God might not endure 
Upon the same to' set foundation sure ? 

XXV. 

0 that I had the Thracian poet's harp, 

For to awake out of ith’ infernal shade 
Those antique Caesars, sleeping long in dark, 

The which Jhis raucieut city whilom made I 
Or that I had j&phion’s instrument, 

To quicken with his vital hdtes^ accord 
The stony joints of these old walls, now rent, 

By which th^ Ausonian light might be restor'd; 
Or that at least I could with pensil fine 
Fashion the pourtraicts of these palaces, 

By pattern of great Vkgd spirit divine ; ^ 

1 would assay with ifiaP^faich in me is, 

To build with level of my lofty stile, • 

. That which no hands can ever more compile. 
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Who list thfi Ronr.ui i^roatficss forth to ilgnroj 
linn n«‘,('(k‘th not to sock for usage riglU 
Of line, or h ad, or rule, or square, to incasiiie 
Her h^igt/i, her breadth, her doc[)ncss, or her higlit ; 
Rut him behooves to view in compass round 
All that tlic Ocean grasps in his long arms, 

Re it where lh‘ yearly star doth scorch llie ground. 
Or where cold Rorcas blows his bitter storms. [Home; 
Ihiinc was th* whole world, and all the world was 
And if things nam’d their names do equali/e, 

Wln'U l.md and sea ye name, then name ye Rome, 
And natuing Rome }e land and sea compri;i:c ! 

For ih’ ancient plot of Rome, displayed plain 
The map of all the wide world doth contain. 

XXVIT. 

’Fhou that at Rome astonish’d dost behold 
’I’he ay^tique pride wdjich menaced the sk>, 

These haeghty heaps, these palaces of old, 

Tlicsc walls, tlie-c arks, those baths, these temples Iiie, 
Judge bv th(’‘-e aniplejluins' \iew the rest 
TJ:e which injurious Time hath quite outworn, 

Sifice of all workmen held in reckning best, 

A ct these old fragments arc for patterns horn : 

’Fiien also mark how Rome from day to day, 

lli-jKiiring her decayeit fashion 

Renews herself with buildings ri(‘h and gay, 

’riiat one would Judge that the Homan daemon 
Doth yet himself with fatal hand enforce. 

Again on fool to rear her pouldred corse* 
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Ho tliat hath soon a creat oak <lr\ and dotid, 
Yot clad rcliiitios of some tropliees old, 

Li fling to heaven her aged hoary head, 

\Vlioso loot. on ground hath loft but foohlo hoM, 
15u( lialf di'^ho\v(d^i lies above the ground, 
Shewing her uroathed roots and naked arms, 
And on her trunk, all rotten and unsound, 

Only supports lu r self for meat of worms. 

And though she owe her fall to the first wdnd, 
Yet of the devout people is adorM, 

And many young plants spring out oflioi rimi; 
M'lio such an oak hath seen, lot him record 
That such this city's honour was of yore, 

And ’mongst all cities flotuLhed much morc% 

XXTX, 

All that which Egypt whilom did dovisc, 

All tiiat which Greece their temples to embravc 
After th’ lonick. At tick, Doiick guise. 

Or Corinth, skill'd in curious works to grave; 
All that Lysippus' practick art Could form, 
Apelles' wit, or Phidias his skill, 

Was wont this ancient city to adorn, 

And hea\en it self with her wide wondi'rs fill ; 
All that which Athens ever brought forth wi-e. 
All that wliich A flick ever Urought forth straiigi* 
All that which Asia ever had of prise, 

Was hc!c 10 see. O maivailous great change I 
Rome living was the w'orld's sole ornamont. 

And dead, is now the world's sole muniment I 
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x\x. 

T.ikc as the seeded field gieen grass first shows, 
riieii i’lom green glass into a stalk doth spring, 

And fiom a ^talk into an ear foith grows, 

Winch ear the fruitful grain doth shortly bring; 
And as in season due the husband mows 
'riie.waMng locks of those fair yellow hairs, 

AVhich bound in sheaxc*^, and laid in comely row5, 
Ijpon the naked field*' in stacks he rears; 

grew the Roman empire hy degree, 

*Vill tliat b.irbaiian hands it quite did spill. 

And hdt of it but thoe old marks to 
<)l which all passers-by do somewhat pill'; 

A 1 they Which glean, the reliqu^s use to gather 
\Vlnch th'husbandmari behind idm chanst to scatter# 

XXXI. 

That same is now nought but a ebampain wide. 
Where all this w'orkrs pride once was situate. 

No blame to thee, whosoever abide 
B} Nyle, or Gauge, or Tygrc, or Euphrate ; 

Nc Afnck thereof guilty is, nOr Spain, 

Nor the bold people Vy the Thamis' brinks, 

Nor the brave warlike brood of Alen>4,rn, 

Nor the born souldler which Rhiile running drinks ; 
'riiou only cause, O civil Fury ! art, 

Winch sowittgj^ 4 h’ i^Jpathian fields* thy spight, 
Didst arm proper heart, 

To th’ end that in greatest bight 

To greatness grown, through long prosperity, 

Thou tiien adown might'st fall more horribly* 
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Hope }C, my Viiscs * that posterity 
Ot i^c ciisuino shall ^ou ever read ? 

Hope yo lb It cvei immortality 

So nuan haip*s work may challenge for her meed ? 

li uiidei heaven any enduiance were. 

These moniments, which not in paper wiit, 

Lut in poiph}rc and marble do appear, 

, Mij;lit well have hop'd to have obt lined it. 
jS ith'lcss my lute, whom Phoebus deign’d to give, 
<\ase not to sound these old antiquities, 

For if that Time do let thy glor^ li\e, 

Wtll ma^'st thou boast, bow evei base thou be, 
That thou art j(irst which ot thy nation song 
1 h’ old honoui of th^ people gowned long. 
L’ENVOY. 

13i« LT * fust garland of fite poesy [n/ts, 

i hat 1 lance bi ought (oith, though fiuitful of l^avi 
\\ ell worthy thou of-muaoUahty, 

1 hat long hast tiavel'd by thy learned wnts. 

Old Rome out of her ashes to r^ive> 

And give a second life to dead deed} s ; 

Needs must he all eteinity survive, 

'1 hat can to other give eternal days. 

Thy days, theiefore, arc endless, and thy piui^u 
Lxcclling all that evei went befoie; 

And aftci thee ’gins Barter Jife to raise 
lli*^ heavenly Muse, th' Almiglity to adore. 

Live, happy Spirits * ih’ honour of your ntfnu., 

And fill the woild with never-dying fame, 
vot. VI, 'U 
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To the right noble and beautiful lady, 

MARY, COUNTESS OF PEMBROOK. 

MOSThonourable and bounitfid Lady, there he hng vlhens deep 
sowti hf mv breast the seeds nf nmt entire hve and humble af* 
fiction wilothal most brave knight, your noble brotherf deceased, 
which talking root, began inhU lifiiime sonifwhai to bud forth, 
atld to show Uiemeloe% to hm, as then in the teeakness of their 
first spring, and would in their riper strength (had it pleased 
high Ood till then to drtm out his days) spired forth fruit of 
more pefrctioij- but sinct God hath disdeigaed ihe world of 
that most nobU spirit, which was the hope of all learned men, 
and the patron of my young Muses, iogdherwilh him both their 
hopi oj any Jurlber fruit was tut off, and aho the tender de- 
light of those their Jirst blossoms nipped and quite dead; yet 
sUheus mil late coming into England, sonn friends of mim, 
(which might much prevail with me, and butted command mtj 
knowing with how straight bands of duty I was iyed to him, 
and also bound unto that noble house, (of which the ehufhopc 
then rrsted in him) have sought to rc live them hy ophi aiding 
me, for that I have not skewed any ihanf^'ul renntnhianct to* 
wuvth him, or any of them, but suffer tluir names to sleep in 
silence and f or git fulness ; whom eh U ft y to sntisfn, or else to 
avoid that foul blot of unthaidfwbiesi, I have conceived this 
small Vo< m, intituled by « general name of. The World's 
Hmnis} ytt sptciaUy intended to the iwumning of that noble 
race from, which both you and he sprong, amt to the eUrniztng 
of some of the chi^ of them late deceased : the which 1 dedicate 
tunlo your Ladyship, as whom it most specially concerneth, and 
to whom I acknowledge my self boanden by many singular fa- 
vours and great graces, L pray foi^ijour hmourubU happiiuss, 
and so humbly hiss your hnpds. 

Your Ladyship'* s ever 

humbly at command, 

EDMU*VJ> SPLNSER, 
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It chaunced me one da> beside the slioic 
Of silver streaming Thamesis to be, 

Nigh where the goodly Voilamc stood of } ore, 

Of which there now i^pmains no memory, 

Nor any little niouuracnt to see, 5 

By \\Iueh the traveller, that fares that way. 

This once was she may warned be to say. 

There on the other side I did behold 
A woman sitting sorrowfully wailing, 

Rending her yellow locks, like wiiy gold, 10 

About her shoulders carelessly do\%n trailing. 

And streams of tears from her fair ej es forth railing; 
In her right hand a broken rod she held, 

Which towards heavens she seem'd *011 high to weld. 
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Whether she were one of that river's nymphS; 15 
Which dul the loss of some dear love lament, 

I doubt, or one of those three fatal imps 
Which draw the days of men foith in extent, 

Or tK* anciint Genius of that city brent ; 

But seeing her so piteously perplexed, 20 

I (lo her calling) ask*d what het so vexed ? 

Ah what delight (quoth she) in earthly thing. 

Or comfort, can 1, wretched Creature ! have ? 
Whose happiness the Heavens envying, 

From highest stair to lowest step me dravc, 25 
" And have in mine own bowels made my grave; 

** That of all nations now I am forlorn, 

“ The vvoildb sad spectacle, and Pijirtune^s scorn.*’ 

Much was I moved at her piteous plaint^ 

And felt my heart nigh nven in my breast, 30 
With tender ruth to see her sore constraint, 

That shedding tears awhile, I ;^till did rest, 

And after did her name of her request : 

Name have I none, (quoth she) nor any being. 
Bereft of both by Plate's nxijust 35 

** 1 was that city which the 
Of Briton's pride, 

“ By Roman yo^^ 

Though nought at all but now I be,? 

^ And lie. iu; mine own ; 40 

Verlame X was»i What thou xlUat I was^ 

** Sith now 1 am* hut weoda W waeteTul grhss f 
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“ O vain world's glory, and unstedfast state 
Of all that lives on face of binful earth ! 

Which from their first until their utmost date 45 
“ Taste no one hour of happiness or miith, 

“ But like as at the ingate of their biith, 

“ They crying creep out of their mother's womb, 

So wailing back go to their woeful tomb. • 

“ Why then doth flesh, a bubble-glass of breath, 50 
“ Hunt after honour and advaimcemcnt vain, 

** And loar a taophee for devouring Death, 

“ With so great labour and longdastiug pain, 

As if his days for ever should lemain ? 

‘^lth all that in this woild is great or ga)-, 5 > 

“ Doth as a vapour vanish and decay. 

** Look back who list unto the former ages, 

“ And call to count what is of them become,^ 

** Where bo those Icained wits and antique sages 
** Which of all wisdom knew the perfect sum ? 6*0 

Where those great warriors which did overcome 
The world with conquest of tlioir might and main, 
** And made one mtar of th'eai th and of their reign? 

“ What now is of th' Assyrian Lioness, 

** Of whom no footing now on earth appears ? 65 

‘‘ What of the Persian Bear's outrageousness^ 

Whose memoiy t$ quite with years ? 

‘‘ Who of the Grecian libbard now ought hears, 

** That over-ran the East with greedy powre, 

** And left his whelpn their kingdoms* to devour? ^0 
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\nd wlu*re is that same grf*at Sov eii-lieade^l beast, 
That made all nations \absals of hei piide^ 

“ To fdll htfoie hti tect at her beheast. 

And in the neck ot all the woild did iidc ? 7^ 

“ \^ heio doth she all that wondrous wealth iiowlinle^ 
** \Vith her own wt iglit down pressed now slie lit'-, 
^nd hei ht aps her hugeness testifies. 

O Rome * thy ruin I lament and luc, 

“ And in thy fall my fatal o\cithiow, 79 

“ Th It whilom was, whilst Heaven*^ xvith equal view 
** DcignM to behold mt, and then gifts bestow, 

“ 1 he picture of thy pride in pompous show ; 

“ And ot the whole woild as thou wast the cmpics*-, 
So I of this small noithern woild vas princess. 

To tell the beauty of my buildings fair, 85 

Adoufd with pur<st gold and pie« lous stone ; 

“ lo idl my iichcs and endowments laic, 

** Tliat h^ my foe*» arc now all spent and gone ; 

lo tell my foices, mauhable to nom», 

“ Were but lost laboui, that few would believe, 90 
.\nd with rehcaising would me nioreagnevc- 

“ High tow^ers, fair temples, goodly theaters, 

“ Stiong walls, iich poiBches, princely palaces, 

“ Large streets, brave houses, sacted scpulchics, 

“ Sure gates, sweet gardens, stately galleries, 93 
Wrought, with fair pillors and fine imagcnes j 
“ All those (O pity !) now aie turnM to dirst, 

** And ovcigrown with black obIivion*s lust. 
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** Thareto for warlike power and people's store, 

111 Britanny was none to match with me, 100 
“ That many often did aby full sore 5 
Ne Tr<>3'novant, though elder sister she. 

With my great forces may compared be ; 

That stout Pendragon to his peril felt, 

“ Who in a siege seven years about me dwell. *105 
« 

But long e'er this Bunduca, Britonness, 

Her mighty hoast against my bulwarks brought; 

“ Bunduca ! that victorious conqueress, 

“ That lifting up her brave heroick thought IO9 
'Bovc women's weakness, with the Romans fought, 
Fought, and in field against them thrice prevailed; 
** Yet was she foil'd whenas she me assailed. 

And though at last by force I conquer'd were 
“ Of hardy Saxons, andhecame their thrall,^ 

** Yet was I with much bloodshed bought full dear, 
‘‘ And priz'd with slaughter of their general, II6* 
“ The monument of whose funeral. 

For wonder of the world, long in tnc lasted. 

But now to nought, through spoil of time, is wasted. 

Wasted it is, as if it 120 

“ And all the rest, that me honour’d made, 

‘‘ And of the world admired evkry where, 

Is turn'd to smoak, that dotfe to nothing fade', 
“And of tliat br%htrresfjr’Sdft ho 'shade, 

“ But griesly shades, sucKI^'clohauntin hell 125 
y With fearful fiends, that in doe|> darkness dweih . 
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Where my high btecples whilom us'd to stand, 

On which the lordly falcon wont to towre, 

There now ib but an heap of lime and sand, 12$ 
For the skriech-owl to build her baleful bowre ; 
And whore the nightingale wont forth to pour 
Her resilobs plaints to comfort wakeful lovcis, 

“ Theio now haunt polling mews and whining plovers. 

And where the chrystal Thamis wont to slide 
“ In silver channel down along ihc lec» 335 

About whose flowry banks on either side 
A thousand nymphs, with mirthful jollitee. 

Wore wont to play, from all annoyance fiee, 

** 1 heie now no river’s course is to be seen, 

But inooiJbh fens, and marches ever gieon. 140 

“ Seems that the gentle river, for great giief 
“ Of ny mishap, which oft I to him plained, 

** Oi for to shun the boriible mischief 
With which he saw my crufl foes me pained, 

“ And his pure streams with guiltless blood oftstained, 
“ From my unhappy neighbourhood far lied, 1 %6 
** And his sweet waters away w^th him led. 

There also, where the wh^d shl^ wete seen 
In liquid waves to cuf their foamy way, 

And thousand fishers numbted to have been 150 
In that wide lake, Itiokitig fyt plenteous^ prey 
“ Of fish, Which they with haitft us’d to betray, 

“ Is now no lake, nof any^fishbr’s store, 

Nor over ship shall sail there any more* 
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The;i^ are all gone, and all with them is gone, 155 
VTc ought to me remains but to lament 
Wy long decay, which no man else doth mono, 

** And mourn my fall with doleful dreriment. 

Yet is it comfort in great languishment, 

To be bemoned wth compassion kind, l60 

And mitigates the anguish of the mind. * 

But me no man bcwalleth but in game, 

** Nc sheddeth tears from lamentable eye, 

** Nor any lives that mentioncth my name 
“ To be remembred of posterity, l6y 

Save one, that maugre fortune’s iDjur}^ 

** And Time’s decay, and Envy’s cruel tort, 

“ Hath writ my record in true seeming soit. 

** Cambden ! the nouHce of Antiquity, 

** And lanthoni unto late succeeding age, » 170 
** To see the light of simple verity, 

Buried in ruines, threugh the great outrage 
Of her own people, led with ^arliKo rage ; 
Cambden I though timo all monuments obscure, 
Yet thy just Igbouts ever shall endure. , 175 

M 

But why (unhappy Wight !) do I thus cry, 

“ And grieve the* remembrance quite U raced 
Out of the knowledge of pdsterity, 

And all n(^y antique monuments defaced ? 

« Sith I do daily see thii^ higbest placed, 180 
“ So soon as Fates their vital tbred have shorn* 
forgotten quite* as they were never born* 
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“ It ib not 10112 ; since these two ejes beheld v, 

A mi«»ht\ piinre, of most renowned lace, 184 
** Whom England high in count of honoui held, 
Anti gieatc^t oms did sue to gain his giace ; 

OT greatest ones he greatest in his place. 

Sale in the bosom of his sovereign, 

‘‘•And, right and lo>al, did his woid maintain, 

“ I saw him die, I saw him die as one IpO 

“ Of the mean people, and brought A^rth ou bier ; 

“ I Sriw him die, and no man left to m<»ne 
“ Hisdoleiul fate, that late him loved dear; 

“ Scat re any left to close his t‘}e«Iids near; 

“ Staice any left upon his lips to lay 19^ 

“ The sacred sod, or requiem to say, 

O tiustless state of miseiablc men, 

“ T^at build ;>our bhss on hope oi earthly thing, 

“ And vainly think your selves half happy then, 

“ When paiii^^d faces with wuooth flattering, 200 
“ Do fawn on you,^^and your wide praibcs sing ! 

“ And w'hen the courting master louteth low, 

“ Him true in heart and trusty to you trow ! 

“ All is but feigned, and with oakcr dide, 

“ That every showier will wash and wipe away: 205 
“ All tilings do change that under heaven abide, 

“ And after death all friendship doth decay : 

“ Therefore, what-ever man bearst worldly sway, 

“ Living, on God and on thy self rely, 

“ For when tKou dicst all shall with thee die. 210 



THE RUINES OF TIME. 301 

lie now is dead, and all is \\ith him dead, 

“ Save what in heaven's *»toiehouse he iiplaid ; 

‘‘ His hope is fail'd, and come to pass^iis dreae}, 
And evil men (now dead) his deeds upbraid ; 

“ Spight bites the dead, that living never baid,’i!l5 
Ho now is gone, the whiles the fox is ciept 
Into the hole the which the badger swept. 

Tie now is dead, and all his glory gone, 

‘‘ And all his greatness vapoured to nought, 

“ That as a glass upon the water shone, 2i?0 

Which vanisht qtiite so soon as it was sought : 

Ills name is worn already out of thought, 

‘‘ Ne any poet seeks him to I'cvive, 

Vet many poets honoui'd him alive. 

Ne dr>lh his Colin, careless Colin Clout, 

Caic now his idle bagpipe up to raise ! 

** No tell his sorrow to the listning rout 
** Of shepherd grooms which wont his songs to praise: 
Praise whoso list, yet I will lym dispraise. 

Until he quit him of this guilty blame : 230 

** Wake, shepherd’s Boy, at length awake for shame. 

And whoso else did goodness by him gain, 

“ And w'hoso else his liountwus mind did try, 
Whether he shepherd be efr bhepherd’s swain, 

(For man^ did, which do it now deny) 2J5 

** Awake, and to his song a part apply : • 

“ And I, the whilst you mourn for his decease, 

“ Will with my mourning plaint your’plaint incn*a ^e. 
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** He d^clc, and after liim his brother dydo, 

** Ilis brother piince, his brother noble peer, 240 
“ That whjlsr'hc lived was of none env>de, 

And dead is now, as living, counted dear, 

Dear unto all that true affection bear ; 

** But unto thee most dear, O dearest Dame ! 

“ His noble spouse, and paragon of fame, 215 

He, whilst he lived, happy was thiough thee, 

** And being dead, is happy now much more ; 

** Living, that linked chaunst with thee to he, 

“ And dead, because him dead thou doost adore 
** As living, and thy lost dear love deplore: 250 

** So whilst that thou, fair flower ol Chastity ! 

Doost live, by thee thy lord shall never die. 

** Thy lord shall never die, the whiles this verse 
Sh^ll live, and surely it shall live for ever ; 

“ For ever it shall live, and sliall reheat sc 255 

Ills worth} piaisc, and vcrfeucs dying never, 

** Though death his i^oul do from his body sever; 

And thou thy self herein shalt also live, 

**■ Such grace the heavens do to my vei^es give. 

Ne shall his sistei, ne thy father, die ; 260 

‘‘ Thy father, that good* eail of raio renown, 

" And noble patron of weak povcj ty ! 

“ Whose groat good deetls in Country and in town 
Have pufchast btm in heaven a happy crown, 

** Wheie be now liveth in eternal bliss, 265 

And left his son t* ensue those steps of his. 
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** lie, jioble Bud ! his grandsire’s lively heir, 
'<*Under the shadow of thy countenance 
Now gins to shoot up fast, and doiwrish fair 
“ In learned arts and goodly governance, 270 
That him to highest honour shall advance* 

‘‘ Brave Imp of Bedford ! grow apace in bounty, 
And count of wisdom more than of thy county. 

Ne may I let thy hu«*band^s sister die, 

** That goodly lady, sith she eke did spring 275 
Out of this stock and famous family, 

Whose piaiscs I to future age do smg, 

** And forth out of her happy womb did bring 
The sacred brood of learning and all honour, 

III whom the heavens pour’d all their gifts upon her. 

Most gentle spirit, breathed from above, 281 
Out 01 the bosom of tlie Makoi’s bliss, ^ 

** In whom all bounty and all verluous love 
Appeared in their native propertis, 

And did enrich that noble bijyast of his 285 
With treasure passing all this worldes worth, 

<< Worthy of heaven it self, which brought it forth. 

Ilis blessed spirit, full of powder divine, 

And influence of all ccIcsIihI grace, 

“ Loathinj^l^is sinful eaith*and earthly slime,* 2<)0 
** Fled back too soon unto his native place ; 

‘‘ Too soon for all that did his Igve embmee ; 

“ Too soon for all this wretched world, whom he 
“ Robb'd of all right and true nobility. 
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Yet ere liis happy soul to heaven went 
Out of this fleshly goal, he did dpvise 
“ Uiijo his helKcnly ^lakcr to present 
“ Hjs body as a spotless sacrifice, 

“ And chose that guilty hands of enemies 
‘‘ Slioukl pour foith tirotTiiiig of his guiltless blood; 
** fso life exchanging for his country's good, 301 

** O noble Spirit ! live there ev( r blessed. 

The A^orld’s hito wonder, and the heaven's new joyj 
Live ever theio, and leave me here •distressed 
“ Witli mortal cares ami cumbrous woild's annoy: 
“ But where thou doost that happiness enjoy, 30() 
** Bid me, O bid me quickly come to thee, 

“ Tliat happy theio I may thee always see ! 

Yet whilst tlie Fates aflord me vital bieath, 

1 wBi Itfpeiid m speaking of th> praise, 310 
“ And sing to thee until that timely death 
** By Heaven's doom do end my earthly days : 

“ Thereto do thou my humble spirit raise, 

** And into me that sacred breath inspire, 

Which thou there breathest perfect and entire. 

“ Then will I *ing ; but who can better sing OlG 
“ Than thine own sister, peerless Ind} blight ! 

** Which to thee sings with deep heaifs sorrowing, 
Sorrowing tempered with dear delight ? 

That her^'to hear I feel my feeble spriglit 320 
Robbed of sense, and ravished with joy ; 

** O sad joy, made of mourning and annoy ! 
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Vot will I sin£ 5 ; hut who < an b« tt( i sinij; 

*' Tlicin'lhou lliy thine onr sell’s \ ilunice, >2 < 
“ Ih.Jt whilst thou li\e«lst niuhst iIk loiests mu, 

“ And iuhK icsiund, and Hock*, to U and dt«ue, 
“ And shophcids ha\e then lambs euto itnsc h<ui< c, 
*• To run tb\ shiill At radian pipe to lu.u ? 

O happ} wt to those da^s’ thiie< h ippv wiie. 

‘ But now moio ln[)p\ thou, and w le t( lu d ue, 3 30 
*• W Inch want the wonted swe*< tness ot th;y \ou( , 

“ Whih s thou now in 1 l)sian held*- so tiet , 

With ()i])he‘i'^, with Ltmis, and lh<‘ ehoue 
“ 01 all that e \e 1 did la iiinos u p)\ < e , 

( on\ei<' 0 st, and doo**! he ai then lu a\enh I us. )3o 
“ And tlu N heai thine^, aiiel ihinc do bctti i piaise, 

“ So theie thou li\est, sinking evcimoie,<; 

And hcie thou livesi being o\ci semg 
“ Of us winch liMiig loved thee alou, 

\iid ne»w thee voisliip mongst that bhsjed ihionw 
“ 01 hca\enl\ po« is anti heioe s stiong : 311 

So thou both h( lo aiul theie iifimoital ail, 

“ And eve i> wheie through e \ceilent dc sart, 

“ But such as neillui of IhcraseUcs can 
“ Nor 3 e*t aic sung ot otheis loi rew iiJ, 

Die 111 obscuie oblivion «is tlie thing 
“ Which nevei wns, ne <\(i will) u'gnd 
The ir names shall eit the latei age be hcaid. 

“ But shall in lust^ dail nc'^-s ovei he, * 

“ Unless the»y mention’d he with inlani}. 3 30 
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Whiit l)uot(uh it to have been ricli alive ? 

“ What to be [;vr{it ? What to be gracious r 

‘‘ When after death no token doth burvive 
H 

‘‘ Of former being in this mortal house, 

But sleeps in dust dead and inglorious ? o55 

“ Take beast, whose breath hut in his nostrils is, 

“ And hath not lio])e of happiness or bliss. 

“ How many gieat ones mtiy remembred be, 

“ Which in their da^s most famously did tlourish, 

“ Of whom no wortl we hear, nor sign now sec, 3o0 
“ lUit as things wip’d out with a sp*Unge do perish, 

“ Because they living cared not to cherish 
“ No gentle wits, through pride or covetize, 

“ Which might their names for ever mcnioiize ? 

“ Provide, therefore, (ye Princes!) whilst ye live, 

“ 'riiat of the IMuses yc may friended be, 306 

“ Which unto men <*teriiity do give; 

“ For they b'c daughters of Dame JMemory 
“ And Jove, the. father of ‘Eternity, 

“ And do those m'en in golden thrones repose 370 
“ Whose merits they to glorify do chose, 

“ The seven-fold yron gates of grisly hell, 

“ And horrid house of sad Proserpina, 

“ 'Hicy able are with power of mighty spell 
“ 'lo break, and thence the souls to bring away 375 
“ Out of drad darkness to eternal day, 

“ And tliem immortal make which else would die 
“In foul forgetfulness, and nameless lie. 
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** So wljjlom raised they the puissant ])iOod 

fijolden^girt Alcnioiui, for great merit, 36’() 
“ Out of the <lust to which the Octa'iin wood 
“ Had hijii consuinM, and spent his ^lal spirit 
“ 'i’o higliest heaven, where now he doth inherit 
“ All beppincss in Ilebe’s silver bow’r, 

‘‘ Chosen to be her dearest paramour, 

So rais’d they eke fair Leda’s warlike Twins, 

And interchanged life unto them lent, 

“ That when tli’one dies, th* other llicii begins 
“ To shew in iK'aven his brightness orient ; 

And they, for pity of the sad waymeju r)[)(; 

“ Wliich Orpheus fur Eurydice did make, 

** Her back again to life sent for his sake. 

“ So lia[ipy are. they, and so fortunate, 

“ Whom the Pierian sacred Sisters love, 

“ That fre(Hl from bands tif implacable fate, , 

‘‘ And powrc of death, they live for ay above, 

“ Where mortal wreaks their bliss may not remove, 
‘‘ But with the god*?, for former verUie’s meed, 

“ On nectar and ambrosia do feed. 

** For deeds do die, however nobly done, 4(X) 

“ And lliouglits of men do in themselves decay, 

But wise words, taught in numbers for to run, 

‘‘ Recorded by the Muses, live for aV, * 

“ Ne may with storming showers be wii.^^ht away; 
Ne bitter breathixig winds with liarmful fclast, 40J 
Nor age, nor envy, shall them ever wast. 
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“ III vain do oartlily prinros tlion, in vnin, 

“ Seek with p>niinides to heaven aspired, 

Or lnij;c Colo‘5ses built with costly pain, 

“ Or, brazen p^t'lows never to be fired, 410 

“ Or shrines made of the metal most desired, 

“ To make tludr memories for ever live ; 

For liow can mortal immortality give? 

“ Siicli ono'Mansolus made, the world’s great wonder, 
“ Hut now no remnant doth thereof remain ; 41.5 

Such one Marcellas, but was torn with thunder; 

“ Such one Lisippus, but is worn with rain ; 

“ Sueh or.c King Edmond, but was rent for gain, 

“ All sueh vain monuments of earthly mass, 

** Devour’d of Time, in time to nought do pas^. -icO 

‘‘ lint Fame, with golden wings aloft doth lly 
Above the reach of ruinous decay, 

An^l with brave pliiiiies doth beat the. azute sky, 
AiimirM of base-born men from far away ; 

** 3’hcn whoso will with vertmius deeds assay 425 
“ 'To mount to heaven, on Pegasus mu>«t ride, 

“ And w'Uii sweet poets’ \ersc be glorifulc. 

“ For not to have been dipt in Lethe lake 
Could save the son of Thetis from to die, 
lUit that blind bard did him immortal make 430 
Wilh verses dipt in dCw of Castalie, 

“ Which made the Eastern coiiquerour to cry, 

“ O fortunate young Man ! whose vertiie found 
So brave a trump thy noble acts to sound. 
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Thorcfore, in tin's half happy I d«) road 405 

“ Good Midibx, that hatli a poet 
To sing his living praises being dead, 

Deserving never here to be forgot, 

‘‘ In spight of l awy, that his deeds vvoulil spot : 

“ Since whose decease learning lies unregarded, *1 tO 
‘‘ And men of arms do wander unrewarded. 

“ 'Fhese two be those two great calainiticvs 
‘‘ 4’hat long ago did grieve the iK)ble sp right 
Of Salomon with great indignities, 

Who whilom was alive the wisest wight ; 4 15 

lint now his wisdom is disproved quight ; 

For lie that now welds all things at liis will, 
Scorns tli’one and th' other in his deeper skill. 

O gn<‘f of griefs ! O gall of all good hearts j 
‘‘ lo see that vertue should despised be 4.30 

Of such as first wer^ rais'd for vertuous parts, 

‘‘ And now broad spreading like an aged tree, 

“ Let none shoot up that nigh them planted he : 

“ O ! let not those of whom the Muse is scorned, 

“ Alive nor dead, be of the Muse adorned ! 455 

“ O vile world's trust, that with such vain illusion 
“ Hath so wise men bewitoht and overkest, ; 

“ That they see not the way of ^heir confusion ! 

“ O vainness to be added to the rest, « 

“ That doth my soul with inward grief infest ! 4 j 60 

Let them behold the piteous fall of me, 

And in my case -their own cnsample see. ^ 
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Aiic! whoso else that sits in liiglicst scat 
Oi’tliis wolf's glory, worsliippcil of nil, 

Nc foaroth ciiiinge of lime nor Fortune’s threat, 

“ Lef him behold tiic horror of my fall, 46 V} 

And his own end unto remembrance call, 

That of like luino he may warned be, 

‘‘ And in himself be mov’d to pity me.” 

Thus luivinor ended all her piteous plaint, 470 

With doleful shrieks she vanished away, 

That I through inward sorrow wexen faint, 

And all astonished with deep dismay 
For her departure, had no word to say. 

But sate long time in scnsless sad affright, 475 
Looking still if 1 might of her have sight. 

Which when I misse<l, having looked long, 

]\Iy thought returned grieved Iiome again, 
llcncw'ing her complaint with 4 >assiou strong, 

For ruth of that san^ woman’s piteous pain ; 480 

Whose words recording in my troubled brain, 

I felt such anguish wound my feeble heart, 

That frozen horror ran through e\ery part, 

So inly grieving in my groaning breast, 

And djceply musing at h<5r doubtful speech, 48.5 
Whose meaning much I laboured forth to wrest, 
Being abovt my slender reason’s reach. 

At length, by demonstration me to leach, 

Before mine eyes strange sights presented were, 

Like tyagick pageants seeming to ‘appear. 49 O 
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I* 

1 saw an all ol* niassio o;<ild, 

Placed on high upon an iiltar fair, 

That all which did the same fnnn far hehold, 

IMight worship it, and fall on lowest stair : 

Not that great idol might \\ith this compare, 

To which lh*Assyrian tyrant would have made 
The holy brethren fulsly to have praid. 

But th' altar on the which this Image staid. 

Was (O groat *pity !) built of brittle clay, 

That shortly the foundation docfiid, ,500 

With showers of heaven and tempest worn away> 
Then down it fell, and low in ashes lay, 

Scorned of every one which by it went, 

That I it seeing dearly did lament. 

II. 

Next unto this a stately Towrc appear'd, • 50.5 

Built all of richest stone that might be found, 

And nigh unto the heavens in htdght uprear'd, 

But placed on a plot of sandy^round ; 

Not that great towrc which is so much renown'd 
Vor tongues* confusion in Holy W rit, 5 10 

King Ninus’ work, might be compar'd to it. 

But, O vain labours of terrestrial wit, 

That builds so strongly on so frail a soil 
As with each storm does fall away and flit, 

And gives the fruit of all your travairs*toil 
To be j^he prey of Time and Fortune's spoil ? 


51.5 
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I >a\v this Fowie fall suddenly to dust, 

That Jii^h with grief thereof my heart was brust. 

HI. 

Thei\did I see a ph‘asant Paradise, 

Full uf -iwect llowrcs and daintiest delights, 520 
Siiqh as on eaith man could not more devise, 

>Vilh pleasures choice to feed his chearful sprights : 
Not that which Merlin by his magick slights 
Made for the gentle sf|uirc to entertain 
His fair lielphmbc, could this garden stain. 525 

But () short pleasure, bought with lasting pain ! 
Why will hereafter any ll(‘sh delight 
In earthly bliss, and joy in pleasures vain ? 

Since that I saw this Coirden wasted quight, 

'I’hat where it was scarce seemed any sight, 530 
That I, wdiich once that beauty did behold, 

Could not from tears my melting e^es with-huhl. 

IV. 

Soon after this a Giant came in place, 

Of w’ondrous powre and of exceeding stature, 

That none durst view the horror of his face, 535 
Yet was lie mild of speech and meek of nature ; 

Not he which in despight of his Creatour 
AVith railing terms dcfyM the Jewish hoast, 
jMight vvith this mighty one in hugeness boast. 

For from the one he could to th' other coast 540 
Stretch his strong thighs, and ih' ocean overstride, 
And reach his hfiad into his enemies* hoast 
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•Cut tin* end of pomp nnd fle‘jhlv pride ! 

One of Iiis feet iinwaros from him (Ul slide, 

That down he fell into the deep'arA ss, ' 

Where dround with him is all his earthly hlis'^. 

Then did I see a Britige, made all of gold, 

Over the sea from one to tir other side, 

Withouten prop* or pillour it t* uphold, 

But like the coloured rainhow arched wide: 550 

Not that great arch which Trajan edilide, 

T(^ he a wonder to all age ensuing, 

Was matchahle to this in equal \ie\ving. 

But, ah ! what boots it to see earthly thing 
In glory or in greatness to excel, 553 

Sith time doth greatest things to ruin bring ? 

This goodly Bridge, one foot not fastned well, 

'Gan fail, and all the rest down shortly fell ; 

Ne of so brave a building ought remained. 

That grief thereof my spirit greatly pained. 5(>() 

VI. 

I saw two Bears, as white as any milk, 

L}ing together in a mighty cave. 

Of mild aspect, and hair as soft as silk. 

That salvage nature secrae^not to have, 

Nor after greedy spoil of blood to crave : • 565 

Two fairer beasts might not else-whcre be found, 
Although the compast world were souglvl: around. 

But wht)t can long abide above this*ground 
In state of bliss, or stedfast happiness ? 



314 


THE RUINES OF TIME. 


The cave, in which these Bears lay sleeping sound, 
Was but of earth, and with her weightiuess 57 1 
Upon them fell, and did unwares oppress. 

That for great sorrow of their sudden fate 
Henceforth all world’s felicity I hate. 

Much was I troubled in my heavy spright 575 
At sight of these sad spectacles forecast, 

That all my senses were bereaved quight, 

And I in mind remained sore agast, 

Distrauglit 'twixt fear and pity ; when at last 
I heard a voice which loudly to me call’d, 580 
That with the suddain shrill I was appall’d. 

Behold, (said it) and by cnsamplc sec 
That all is vanity and grief of mind, 

Ne other comfort in this world can be 

But hope of heaven, and heart to God incliiiM, 

For all the rest must needs be. left behind : 5S(» 

With that it bade me to the other side 
To cast mine c^^c, where other sights I spide. 

I. 

Upon that famous river’s further shore, 

There stood a snowy Sw^n, of heavenly hue 590 
And gentle kind; as ever*fowl afore ; 

A fairer one in all the goodly crew 

Of white Strimonian brood might no man view ; 

Thera he most sweetly sung the prophecy 

Of his own death in doleful elegy. 595 
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• 

At hist, ^vhcn all his mourning melody 
Ho ended had, that both the shores^*e.soundod» 
Feeling the /it that liim forwarnM to die, 

With lol’ty flight about the earth he bounded, 

And out of sight to highest heaven mounted, C'OO 
Where now he is become an heavenly sign ; 

There now the joy is his, here sorrow mine. 

II. 

Whilst thus I looked, loe adown the lee 
I saw an Harp, strung all with silver twine, 

And made of gold and costly ivory, 60S 

Swimming, that whilom seemed to have been 
The harp on which Dan Orpheus was seen 
Wild beasts and forrests after him to lead, 

But was th' Harp of Phillisides now dead. 

At length out of the river it was rear’d, * 6l0 
And borne about the clouds to be divinM, 

Wliilst all the way most hcavcjfly noise was heard 
Of the strings, stirred with the^varbling wind, 

That wrought both joy and sorrow in my mind ; 

So now in heaven a sign it doth appear, 

The llai-p, well known beside the Northern Bear. 

III. 

Soon after this I saw on th’bther side 
A curious Co/fer made of Beben wc/od. 

That in it did most precious treasure hide, 
Exceeding all this baser worldcs good ; • 620 

Yet through the overflowing of the flood 
It almost drowned was, and done to* nought, 

That sight thereof much griev’d pensive tlwught. 
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At length, when most in peril it was brought, 

Two angels descending with swift flight, 625 
Out of the swelting stream it lightly caught, 

And 'twixt their blessed arms it carried quight 
Above the reach of any living sight; 

So how it is transform'd into that star 

In which all heavenly treasures locked are. 6J0 

IV. 

Looking a^jide, I saw a stately Bed, 

Adorned all with costly cloth of gold, 

That might for any prince's couch be red. 

And deekt with dainty flowres, as if it should 
Be for some bride, her joyous night to hold ; 635 

Therein a goodly virgin sleeping lay, 

A fairer wight saw never summer's-day. 

1 heard a voice that called far away, 

And her awaking, bad her quickly diglit, 

For loe her bridegroom was iu ready ray 640 

To come to her, anc^.seek her love's delight : 

AVith that she started up with cheerful sight, 

When suddenly both Bed and all was gone, 

And I in langour left there all alone. 

V. 

Still as I gazed, I beheld where stood, 645 

A Knight all arm’d upon a winged steed,. 

The same that bred was of Medusa's blood, 

On which Dan Perseus, born of heavenly seed. 

The fair Andromeda from peril freed ; 

Full mortally this Knight ywounded was,, 650 

That streams of blood forth flowed on the grass. 
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Yet was ho clcckt (small joy to him, alas !) 

With i^arlaiids for his \ictories, 

Anti with rich spulls, which late he tlirl purchase 
Throiiuh hrave atchiovcnieots from his oiicmios ; 
Fainting at last throinrh long iniirmities, ^ 6*5(> 
lie smote his stood, that straight to heaven bore, 
And left me liore his loss for to deplore, 

VI. 

Iiiistly, I saw an Ark of purest gold 

Upon a brazen pilloiir standing high, (>()() 

Which th^ishes seemed of a great prince to hold, 

I'uclos^d therein for endless memory 

Of liim whom all the world did glorify ; 

Si'oined the heavens with th' earth tlid disagree 
Wiiethcr should of those ashes keeper be. 66'5 

At last, me seem'd wing-footed Mercury, 

From lieavcn descending to appease their strife, 

The Ark did bear with him above the sky, • 

And to those ashes gave a second life, 

To live in heaven, wh«rejhappiness is rife ; 070 

At which the earth did grieve ♦^ceedingly, 

And 1 for dole was almost like to die. 

L'ENVOY. 

Immoutal Spirit of Phillisides ! 

Which now art made the hetiven's ornamtmt. 

That whilom wast the w’orlD's chiefest riclies, ()75 
Give leave to him that lov’d thee to lament 
Ilis loss, by lack of thee to heaven iicnt* 
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And with last duties of this broken verse, 

Broken with sighs, to deck ihy sable herse. 

And ye, fair L^ly ! th* honour of your days, 6\S0 
And glory of the world, your high thoughts scorn, 
Vouchsafe this moniment of his last praise 
With some few silver-dropping tears t’ adorn; 

And as ye be of heavenly off-spring born, 

So unto heaven let your high mind aspire, 

And loath this dross of sinful world's desire. 6s6 
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THE FATE OF THE BUTTERFLY. 



To the right worthy and vertuous Ladyj 

THE LADY CAREY. 


MOST hr axe and bountiful Lady f for so excellent fa^ 
xourS as I have received at your sweet hands, to q/fer 
thesofrw leaves as in recomyence, should be as to offer 
fli/wers to the f^nds for their divine henfits ; therefore 
I Jyavc detennined to give my self wholly to you^ as 
quite abandoned from my self ', and absolutely vowed 
to yuur scixices, which in all right is ex er held for 
fxdl recmnpcnce (f debt or damage to have the person 
yielded. My pet son I wot welt how Vdtlc worth it is ; 
hut the faithful mind and humble zeal which I bear 
vnto your Ladyship, may perhaps be more rf price, as 
way jdcase you to account and use the poor service 
thereof which taheth glory to advance your excellent 
paits and noble verities, and to spend it self in honour* 
mg you ; not so much for your great bounty to my 
self, which yet may not be unminded, nor for name 
or lindred sale by you vouchsafed, being also regard^ 
able, as for that honourable name which ye have by 
your brave deserts purchast to your self, and spred 
in the mouths of all men ; with which I have also pre* 
sumed to grace my verses, and under your name to 
commend to Jjte worUl this small Poem ; the which 
beseeching your Ladyship to take in worth, and of all 
things therein according to your wonted graciousness 
to 7nuke a mild construcfion , I humbly pray for your 
happiness, 

l our Ladyships ever humbly. 


EDMUND SPENSER, 
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I SING of deadly dolorous debate, 

Stirr’d up through wrathful Nemesis’ despight. 
Betwixt two mighty ones of great estate. 

Drawn into arms and proof of mortal fight 
I’hrough proud ambition and heart swelling hate, 5 
Whilst neither could the other's greater might 
And 'sdainful scorn endure, that from small jar 
Their wraths at length broke into open war. 

The root -whereof and tragical effect 
Vouchsafe, O thqu the mournfurst Muse o# Nine I 
That wont'st the tragick stage for to direct 1 1 
In funeral complaints and wailful tine. 

Reveal to me, and all the means detect ’ 

Through which sad Clanon did at last deciinen 
To lowest wretchedness.. there then 15 

Such rancour in the hearts of mf^ty men ? 

Of all the race of silver-winged flies 
Which do possess the empii^ of the air. 

Betwixt the centred earth and. azure skies. 

Was none -more favourable nor more fair, ’ 20 

Whilst Heaven did favour his felicities. 

Than Claiion, the eldest son and heir • 

Of Muscarol, and in his father’s sight 
Of all alive did seem the fairest wight. ' 
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With fruitful hope his aged brest he fed ,25 

Of future good, which his young toward years. 

Full of brave courage and bold hardy-hed, 

AbeWe th’ensample of his equal peers. 

Did largely jjroinise, and to him fore-red 
(Whilst oft his heart did melt in tender tears) 00 
That ho in time would ujre prove such an one 
As should he worthy of his father's throne. 

The fresh you/ig Fly, in whom tlic kindly tire 
Of lustful youth began to kindle fast, 

Did rnurh disdain to subject his desire 
To loathsom sloth, or hours in ease to waste^ 

Put joy^d to range abroad in fresh attire, 

Tlivougli the wide compass of the airy coast, 

And with unwearied wings each pan t’ inquire 
Of the wide rule of his renowned sire : 

i 

Foi^c so swift and njmblc was of flight, 

That from this lower tract he dar*d to tiy 
Dp to the clouds, and thence with pinions light 
To mount aloft unto the crystal sky. 

To \iew the workmanship of heaven's hight, 45 
Whence down desoending, he along would lly 
Upon the St j taming, livers, sport to find, 

And oft wovld dare ?.o tempt the troublous wind. 

So on » summer*s-day when season mild 
With gentle calm the world hath quieted, 

And high in heaven Hyperion's fiery child 
, scending, did his beams ab/oad disspred, 
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TOiilesall the hca\ens on lo\vt.r creatures sniilM, 
Youn" Clarion -uith vaimtful lusty hed* 

After his guise did cast abroad to fare, ’ • 

And thereto 'gan his funiitun's pn'parc. 

liis breast-plate first, that was of substance pure/ 
Before his noble h#art he firmly bound, 

'fhat moiight his life from iron death assure, 

And ward his gentle corps from ci ucl wound, 6‘0 

For it by art was framed to endure 

The bit of baleful steel and bitter stound, 

No less than that which Vulcanc made to sliield 
Acliillos’ life from fate of Tr<jjau field. 

And then about his shoulders broad he threw 6 j 
An hairy hide of some wild beast, whom he 
In salvage forest by adventure slew, 

And r(‘ft the spoil, his ornament to be 5 
Which spreading all his back wiili dreadful vit^v, 
iMadc all that him so horrible did sec, 70 

Think him Alcides with the lyon*s skin, 

When the Nxmean conquest he <lid win. 

Upon his head his glistering burganct, 

The which was wrought by wqndcrous device, 

And curiously engraven, he did set ; ^ *75 

The metal was of rare and passing price ; 

Not Bilbo steel, nor brass from Corinth fet^ 

Nor costly Oricalch from strange Phcenice, 

But such as could both Phtebus' arrows ward, 

And th* hailing darts of heaven beating hard, ^80 
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I’iicrcin two deadly weapons fixt he bore, 

Strongly ouUanccd towards either side, 

Like two sharp spears, his enemies to gore : 

Like a warlike brigandinc applidc 

To fight, lays forth her threatful pikes afore, $3 

The engines which in them sad death do hide ; 

So did this Fly outstretch his fearful horns, 

Yet so as him ihcir terrour more adorns. 

Lastly, his shiny wings, as silver bright, 

Painred with thousand colours, passing far 50 

All paintciV skill, he did about him dight : 

Not half so many sundry colours are 
In Iris* bow, nc heaven doth shine so bright, 
distinguished with many a twinkling star, 

Nor Juno’s bird, in her eye-spotted train, 5^ 

So many goodly colours doth contain, 

Xe (may it be withouten j>eril spoken) 

The archer god the son of Cythercc, 

That joys on wretched lovers to be wroken. 

And heaped spoil? of bleeding hearts to see, 100 
Bears in bis wings so many a chiingeful token. 

Ah ! my liege Lord, forgi^e it unto me, 

If ought against thine honour I have told ; 

Yet sure those wings, were fairer manifold. 

Full many a lady fair, in court full oft 105 

Beholding them, him secretly envide, 

And wisht that two sUch fans, so silken soft, 

Afid golden fair, her love would her provide; 
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Or that jvhcn them the gorgeous Fly had dolt, 

Some one that would with grace bo gratifide, 110 
From him would steal them privily avvd*y, 

And bring to lier so precious a prey. 

Report is that Dame Venus, on a day 
in spring, when flowres do cloath the fruitful ground. 
Walking abroad with all her nymphs to play, 115 
Bade licr fair damsels, flocking her around, 

To gather flowres, her forehead to array ; 

Kmongst the rest a gentle nymph was found, 

Flight Astcr3', excelling all the crew 

In Cviurteous usage and unstained liuc ; 120 

Who being' nimbler-jointed than the rest, 

And more industrious, gathered more store 
Of tlic field's honour than the others best, 

Which they in secret hearts envying sore, 

'i\)ld Venus, when her as the worthiest J25 

She praisM, that Cupid (^as they heard before) 

Did lend her secret aid in gathcrijig 
Into her lap the childrcji of the Spring, 

Whereof the goddess gathering jealous fear, 

Not yet unmindful how not long ago 130 

Her son to Psyche secret love "did bear, 

And long it close conceal'd, till mickle»wo 
Thereof arose, and many a rueful tear. 

Reason with sudden rage did ovei^o, . 

And giving hasty credit to th' accuser, 

Was led away of them that did abuse her* 


135 
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I'ftsoons that damsel by her heavenly might 
She turn'd into a winged Buttcifly, 

In the wide air to make her wandring flight ; 

And all those ftowres with Avhich so plentoously 140 
Her lap she filled had, that bred her s})ight, 

She placed in her wings, for memory 

Oflior pretended crime, though crime none were ; 

Since which that Fly them in her wings doth bear* 

Thus the fresh Clarion being ready dight, 115 
Unto his journey did himself address, 

And with good speed la^an to take his Hight : 

Oaci' the fields in his frank lustiness, 

And all the champain o’er he soared light, 

And all the country wide he did possess, 150 

rt'cding u])on their pleasures bounteously, 

That none gainsaid, nor none did him envy. 

The woods, the rivers, and the meadows green, 

^Vith his air-cutting wings h\i measured wide, 

Nc did he leave tlr^ mountains bare unseen, l.?5 
Nor the rank grassic fens' delights untrido : • 

But none of these, however sweet they been, 

Mote please his fancy, nor him cause t* abide.: 

His choiceful sense with every change doth flit ; 

No common things mdy please a wavering Avit. l60 

To the gay gardens his unstaid desire 
Him wholly carried, to refresh his spriglits ; 

There lavish Nature, in Jlior best attire, 
jPours forth sweet odors and alluring sights; 
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Aiui Aitt, with her contemUiig, doth aspire l(>5 

TV-xccI the natural with made doIigliN ; 

And all that fair or pleasant may be ftAind 
In riotous excess doth there abound. 

There he arriving, round about doth fly 

rVom bed to bed, from one to other border, i70 

And takes Survey, with curious busie eye, 

Of evciy flower and herb there set in order ; 

Now this, now that, he tasteth tenderly, 

Yet none of thoin he rudely doth disorder, 

Nc with his feet their silken leaves deface, 175 
But pastures on the pleasures of cacli place. 

And evermore, with most variety, 

And change of sweetness (for all change is sweet) 
He casts his glutton sense to satisfle, 

Now sucking of the sap of herbs most meet, ^180 
Or of the dew which yet on them does lie, 

Now in the same bfUhipg his tender feet ; 

And then he pcarcheth on some^branch thereby. 

To weather hins, and his moist wings to dry. 

And then agadn he turncth to his play, 185 

To spoil the pleasures of that paradise ; 

The wholesQm sage, and lavender, still gray, 
Rank'SmelUng tue#)iN^d cummin, good for eyes, 

The roses reigning j’n the pride of May, 

Sharp isop^ good foE.gre^ wounds* remedies, IpO 
Fair marigolds, and:bees*aliunng thime. 

Sweet maijorann; and daisies decking prime : 
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Cool violets, and orpine growing still, 

Einbathod balm, and cheerful galiiigale, 

Fresh costmary, and brcathful camomil, 195 

Dull popy, and drink-quickning setualc, 
Vein-licaling verven, and head-purging dill, 

Sound savory, and bazil, harty-hale, 

Fat'eolworts, and comforting perselinc. 

Cold Ictticc, and refreshing rosmarine ; 200 

And whatso else of vertue good or ill 
Grew in this garden, fetch’d from far away, 

Of every one he takes, and tastes at will. 

Ami on their pleasures greedily doth prey ; 

Then when he hath both plaid and fed his fill, 205 
In the warm sun he doth. himself embay, 

And there him rests in riotous suflisance 
Of all his ghidfulness and kingly joyance. 

f 

What more felicity can fall to creature 

Than to enjoy delight with lihs^rty, 210 

And to be lord of all the works of Nature, 

To reign in th’ air from earth to highest sky; 

To feed on flowres, and weeds of glorious feature. 
To take whatever thing doth please the eye ? 

Who rests not pleased with such happiness, 215 
Well worthy he to taste of wretchedness. 

But what on earth can long abide in state ? 

Or who cats him assure of happy day ? 

Sith morning fair may bring foul evening late, 

Aik! least mishap the most bless alter may f 220 
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For iliousand perils lie in close await 
About us daily, to work our decay, 

That none, except a god, or God hifti guide,. 

May them avoid, or remedy provide. 

And whatso heavens in their secret doom 225 
Ordained have, how can frail fleshly wight 
Fore-cast, but it must needs lo issue come ? 

The sf ii, the air, the fire, the day, the night, 

And th' armies of tlicir creatures all and some 
Do serve to them, and with importune might 230 
War against us, the vassals of their will : 

W ho then can save what tJiey dispose to spill ? 

Kot thou, O Clarion ! though fairest thou 
Of all thy kind, unhappy, happy P'ly! 

Whose cruel fate is woven even now 233 

Of Jove’s own hand, to w^ork thy misery ; 

No may thee help the many a hearty vow 
AVhich thy old sire x-wth^sacred piety 
Hath poured forth for thee, a»d th' altars sprent ; 
Nought may thee save from heaven’s avengement, 240 

It fortuned (as Heavens had behight) 

That in this garden where young Clarion 
IVas wont to solace him, a*wicked wight, 

The foe of fair things, tli^ author of confusion, 

The shame of Nature, the bondslave of Spight, 245 
Had lately built his hateful mansion, * 

And lurking closely, in await now lay. 

How he might any in his trap betray, 
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But wh<?n he spide the joyous Butterfly 

In this fair plot dispacing to and fro, 230 

Fearless /)f foes and hidden jeopardy, 

Lord ! how he ^gan for to bestir him tho, 

And to his wicked work each part apply ! 
itrs'henrt did yern against his hated fo, 

And bowels so w’ith rankling poison swoU’d, 

That scarce the skin the strong contagion held. 

Tho cause why lie this Fly so maliced 

V/as (as in stories it is written found) ^ 

j'or that his mother which him bore and bred, 

Tiic most tine fingred workwoman on ground, 2(>0 
Arachne, by his moans was vanquished 
Of Pallas, and in her own skill confound, 

When she with her for excellence contended, 

That wrought her shame, and sorrow never ended. 

I 

For tho Tritonian goddess, having heard 
Her blazed fame, which all ^JicAvorld had fill’d, 
Ciimo down to prove the truth, and due reward 
For h(?r praisc-w'orthy workmanship to yield ; 

But the presumptuous damsel rashly dar'd 
'The goddess' self to xhallengc to the field, 270 
And to compare with her in furious skill 
Of works with looin, with needle, and with quill. 

Minerva did the challenge not refuse, 

But deign'd with her the paragon to make ; 

So to their work they sif, arid each doth chiisc 275 
>^hat story she will for her tapet take. 
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Arachne figur’d how Jove did abuse 
Europti like ci bull, and on his back 
Her through the sea did bear, so lively stcy, 

I’hat it true sea and true bull ye would ween. 5?.S0 

She seem’d still back unto the land to look, 

And her play-fellows’ aid to call, and fear 
The dashing of the waves, that up she took 
ller dainty feet, and garments gathered near; 

But (Lord !) how she in every mcniber shook, 

^Vhen os tlj^ land she saw no more appear, 

But a wild wilderness of waters deep, 

7 hcn ’gan she greatly to lament and weep. 

♦ 

Before the bull she. pictur’d winged Love, 

With his young brother Sport, light fluttering :2J)0 
Upon the waves, as each had been a dcjvo ; 

The one his bow and shafts, the other spiiiig 
A burning tcad about his bead did move, 

As in their sire's new Ipvc both triumphing ; 

And many nyraplis about th«m flocking round, 295 
And many Tritons, which their .horns did sound. 

And round about her work she did empale, 

With a fair border, wrought of sundry ilow'rs, 
Enwoven with an ivy-wirtding trayle ; 

A goodly work, full fit for kingly* bow^>;, 300 

Such as dame Pallas, such as Envy pale, 

That all good things with venemous ftioth devours, 
Could not accuse. Then 'gun the goddess briglit 
Her self likewise unto her work to dight. 



33^2 


iMUIOPOTMOS. 


She made the story of the old debate 305 

Which she with Neptune did for Athens try ; 
Twelve gods do si't around in royal state, 

And Jove in midst with awful majesty, 

To judge* the strife between them stirred late; 

Each' of the gods by his like visnomy 310 

Eath to be known, but Jove above them all, 

By his great looks and power imperial. 

Before them stands the god of seas in place, 
Claiming that sea-coast city as his right, ■ 

And strikes the rocks with his three-forked mace, 
Wlienceforth issues a warlike steed in sight, 316 
The sign by which he challengeth the place, 

Tliat all the gods, which saw nis wondrous might 
Did siuely deem the victory his due; 

But seldom seen forejudgment proveth true, 3C0 
( 

Then to her self she gives her ASgide shield, 

And steel-head spear, and morion on her head, 

Such as she oft is seen iwi warlike field ; 

Tlien sets she forth, how with her weapon dred 
She smote theground, the which straight forth did yield 
A fruitful olive-tree, with berries spied, 326 

That all the gods admir'd ; then all the story 
She compass’d with a wreath of olives hoary. 

Emongst those leaves she made a Butterfly 
With excel lent "tievice and wondrous slight, 330 
Fluttring among the olives wantonly,- 
That seem’d to live) so like it was in sight ; 
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Thb velvet nap u-hich on his wings doth He, 

The silken down with which his hack is di«ht. 

His broad out-stretclicd horns, his airy thighs, 335 
His glorious colours, and his glistering eyes. 


Which when Arachne saw, as overlaid 
And mastered with workmanship so lare, 

She stood astonied long, ne ought gainsaid, , 

And with fast tixed eyes on her did stare, 340 

And by her silence, sign of one dismaid, 

The victory did yield her as her share ; 

Yet did she inly fret and felly burn, 

And all her blood to poisonous rancour turn ; 


That shortly from the shape of womanhed, 345 
Such as she w^as when Pallas slie attempted, 

She grew to hideous shape of drerihed, 

Pined w'ith grief of folly late repented : 
liftboons her white strait legs were altered 
To crooked crawliitg sdianks, of marrow ernplel^, 350 
And her fair face to foul aifil loathsoni hue, 

And her fine corps to a bag of venom grew. 

Til is cursed creature, mindful of that old 
Enfestred grudge the which his mother felt, 

So soon as Clarion he dicl Ixjhold, . 355 

His heart with vengeful malice iftly svvelt^ 

And weaving straight a net with many a fold 
About the cave, in which he lurking*dwel?. 

With fine small cords about it stretched wide, 

So finely spun that scarce they could be spidc. 300 
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Not Jiny which her vauntotK most 

In skiUu] knitting; of i-oft silken twine, 

Nor any \^oa\er, which his work doth boast 
In diapci, in damask, or in lync ; 

Nor iu\i skiird in workmanship emboss'd ; 3(),j 

Nor any skill’d in lonps of fingring fine, 

IMight ill their diverse cunning ever dare 
With this so ciirioiLs net-work to compare. 

Ne do I thitik that that same subtile gin 

I'hc which the Lemnian god fram’d crattily, 370 

Mars sleeping with his wife to compass in» 

That all the gods, with common mockery, 

Might laugh at them, and scorn their shameful siH; 
Was like to this : this same he did aj)ply 
For to entrap the careless Clarioji, 376 

Tlmt rang’d each where without suspicion. 

Suspicion of friend, nor fear of foe, 

That hazarded his hcaltl^ had he at all, 

But walk’d at will and*\vandred to and fro, 

in the pride of liis freedom principal ; 380 

Little wist he his fatal future woe, 

But w as secure ; the likcr be to fall ! 
lie likest is to fall into mischance 
That is regardless of bis ^vernauce. 

Yet still Aragnol (so his foe v/as bight) 385 

Lay lurking ctl^vertly him to surprise, 

And all his gins that him entangle iniglit. 

Dress'd in good order as he could devise. 
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At the foolish Fly, Avithout forosiglit, 

As he that did all danger quite dcsj)ise, 0i)O 

^towards those parts came tlying carclcsly,* > 
AYhere iiuhlcn was his fatal oiicm}. 

Who seeing him, A^ith secret joy thcrch'rti 
l)i(i tickh* inwardly in every Aoin, ■ 

And his false heart, fraught uith all rrea^or^s store. 
Was iillM wiiii hope his purpose to obtain: 3 tj(> 

Himself he close upgalhered more and more 
Into his don, that his deceitful train 
By his there being might not he bewraid, 

Ne any noise, ne any motion, made* 400 

Like as a wily foK, that having spiile 
Where on a suiuiy bank the him-bs <lo play, 

Full closely creeping by the hinder side, 
lues in arnbusiiment of his hoped pre;^, 

Nc stirreth limb, till seeing ready tide 40 J 

lie rusheth forth, iTpnd.snalcheth (piile away 
One of tile little younglings unawares ; 

So to his work Aragiiol him prepares. 

Who now shall gisc unto my heavy eyes 
A Avell of tears, that all may oA'CiiUnv ? 410 

Or where shall 1 find lamentable cryes 
And mournful tunes enough my grief to show ?* 
Help, O thou tragi ck Muse ? me to devise, 

Motes sad enough t' express this bitted throw, 

For loe ! the dfery stownd is now arrived, 

That of all happiness hath us deprived. 


41.0 
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The luokle^s Clarion, wlu*llier cruel Fate, 

Oi \\iclvO(l Fortj^mo faultlchS him niibled. 

Or bonfti lln^TlaclOll^ Md'^l out oi the gate 
Ot /Eole'b loign pci force him drove on hc<l, 4 20 
Was (O sad hap, and honi unfoitunatc !) 

Witl; violent swift flight it>rth caiiied 
Into the cuised cobweb which hi'^ toij 
IJad framed for Ins liaal overthiovv* 

There the fond Fl^ entangled, struggled long, 42.4 
IliMiscll to tioe theieout; hut all in vain; 
i oi stiiving moie, the more in laceb stiong 
Jliinsclf he tide, and wiapt his winces twain 
In lini) buaies the subtil loops among, 

Th.it in the end he bieathlcss did lemaiiii 4.;r 
And all liis monthly forces idly spent, 

Him to the nicic} of th’avengoi lent. 

Whn'h when the giiesly tyrant did C'sp^, 

Like a gum lion uishing wit-h might 

Out ot hib den. he seized gicedily 
On tin ix'sibtlcsb piey. and with fell spight, 

Ondei the hit wing strook his weapon sly 
Into his hctiit, that his dcep-gioaning spuglit 
In bloody stuanis forth fled into the air, 

Ills body left the spectacle of cuie. 
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TOX. VX* 



To the riglit noblf Lady> 

u A ii y. 

Daughter to Hie most illustrious Piincc, 

GEOIirrF, DUKE OP BUCKINGHAM. 

MOST noble Lady ! 1 hate prefiumtd*io present this 
Loan to your honourable handy encouraged only by 
the uotih <y the famous Author^ (for [ am certainly 
assured^ by the ablest and most hiouing that it 
nntst be a icuik of Spenser s, (f whom it 'icire pity 
that any thing should be tost ) and doubting not but 
your liddyship will graciously accept, though front 
a mean hand, this humble presait , since the man that 
(firs it is a true honourer and obscjxer of your self 
f^id your princely funuhjy and shall ever remain 

'IVie humblest of your devoted servantsj 


THOMAS WAEKLEy. 



MARTIAL 


Accipc fncu'.idi culuxm t-tmimc Muroiii^; 
A't' pasill^j tn ton viri,,*nqut‘ ctmtis. 


SKK lioro that .slaicl\ Muse Ui.it er-^r c«niUl nii^c 
1« la-itinir ivumbor.s great Eli/a's pi.u‘>c, 

Ami dress (air Vcrlm* iu i»o rich uUirr, 

That even licr foes verc forced to ailinire 
Aud court her heavenly beauty ! She that taught 
The Graces grace, am! made the Vertues thought 
More vertuous than before, is pleased here 
To slai Iv her serious flight, and feed your cac 
With love's delightsom toys: do not refuse 
These liannless sports j *lis learned Spensci *s M’lse 
But think his loosest poems vv'urthier than 
7"!ic serious follies of unskilful men. 
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CANTO I. 

The Argument, 

The yoiuhly shepherds wonning here^ 

And beauties rare displaid, appear; 

Whuttexercise he chief affects, 

H)s name and scornful love neglects. 

I* 

In Ida vale (who knows not Ida vale ?) 

Wiien harmless Troy yet felt not Grincian spite. 

An hundred sliepherds woiinM, and in the dtdc, 
AVhiJc their fair Hocks the threc-lcav^d pastures bite, 
The shepherds boys with hundred sportlings light. 
Gave wings unto the lime's too speedy luiste^ 

Ah, foolish Lads ! that strove with lavish wastif^^ 

So fast to spend the tijne.Ihat spends your time as fast* 

ir. 

Amongst the rest, that all the rest excell'd, 

A dainty boy there wonn'd, whose harmless years 
Kow in their freshest budding gently swcHM ; 

His nymph-like face ne'er^fclt the nimble sheers. 
Youth’s downy blossom through his check appears ; 
His lovely limbs (but love he quife discarded) 
Were made for play (but he no play regarded) 

And iit love to reward, and with love bd rewarded* 
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High was his fore-hciid, arch'd with silver mould, 
(Where never anger churlish wrinkle dighted) 

His auburn locks hung like dark threds of gold, 
'fhat wanton airs (with their fair length incited) 

Jl'o play amongst their wanton curies delighted ; 

His smiling eyes with simple truth were stor’d : 

Ah ! how should truth in those thief eyes be stor’d, 
{\’hidi thousand loves had stoln, and never one re- 
• IV. [stor’d ? 

His lllly-chcek might seem an ivory plain, 

JMoie purely white than frozen Appcniiie, 

Whore lovely Bashfulncss did sweetly reign, 

In blushing ncarlot cloth’d in purple fine. 

A hundred hearts bad this delightful shrine, 

(Still cold itself) influmM with hot desire, 

'fhat well the face might seem in divers tire, 

To be ^ burning snow, or else a freezing fire. 

V, 

IWtheerfuI looks and meify face would prove 
(If eyes the index b<i where' thoughts arc leud) 

A dainty play-fellow for naked Love j 
Of all the other jmrts enough K said, 

'I’hat they were fit twins for so fair a head : 
Thousand boys for him, thousand maidens dy’d; 

Die they that list, for such his rigorous priile. 

He thousand boys (ah, Fool !) and thousand maids 
VI. [deny’d. 

His joy was i?ot in musick's sweet delight, 

(Tliough well lus hand had learnt that cumiing art) 



C, IIJ 


BIUTAIN'S IDA. 


3‘J3 


C^r daiiftier songs lo <laiiitior cars t' indite, 

through tlie y)lains to chase the nimble hart 
With well-tunVi hounds ; or with his (Britain dart 
The tusked boar or savage bear to wound ; 
jMean time his heart with monsters doth abound ; 
Ah, Fool I lo seek so far what nearer might be found, 

VII. 

His name (well known unto those woody shades, 
Where unrewarded lo\ers oft complain them) 
Anchises was ; Anchiscs oft the glades 
And mountaiii^ heard, Anchiscs had disdain’d ihemi 
"Not all their love one gentle look had gain’d them, 
That rocky hills, withecchoing noise coiiseniiug, 
Anchiscs plain’d ; but ho no whit relenting, 

Harder than rocky hills laugh at their vain lamenting. 


CANTO II. 

The jfC'gumenJ, 


Dione's garden of Delight, 

AVilh wonder hokh Anchibcs’ sight; 
While from the bower .micJi mii-ick sound". 
As all his senses near confounds. 


One day it chanc’t as he the ciecr^persuM, 
Tired with sport, and faint with weary play, 

Fair Venus’ grove not far away he vies’jjd, 
Whose trembling leaves invite him there to stay, 
And in their shades his sweeting limbs display ; 
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There in the cooling glade he softly paces, 

And much delighted with their even spaces, ^ 
What in hinfself he scorn'd, he prais'd their kind 
imbraces. 

II. 

The wood witli Paphian myrtles peopled, 

(^Whose springing youth felt never winter's spiling) 
*Jo laurels sweet were sweetly married, 

^^oubling their pleasing smells in their uniting; 
When single much, much more when mix'd dclight- 
No foot of beast durst touch this hallo^v'd place, [ing: 
And many a boy that long'd the woods to trace, 
Entred with fear, but soon turn'd back his frighted 

III. [face. 
The thick-lock'd boughs shut out the tell-tale sun, 
(For Venus hated his all-blabbing light. 

Since her known fault, which oft she wish'd undon) 
And scatter'd rays did make a doubtful sight, 

Like fo the first of day or last of night : 

TJkr lit test light for lover's geptle play : 

Sucli light best she^\^s the wandring lover's w’ay. 

And guides his erring hand: night is Love’s holy* 

IV. [day, 
far in this s\veet labyrinth he stray'd 

That now he views the garden of Delight, 

Whose breast with thousand painted flowers array'd. 
With 'divers joy captiv'd his vvandring sight ; 

But soon the eyes rendred the ears their right; 

For such stt;ange harmony he seeniM to hear^ 

That all His senses flpck'd into his. ear, 

And every faculiy wisfe'd to be seated there. 
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V* 

’ From a close bower this musick flow’d, 

A bowre appard’d round with divers roses,/ 

Both red and white, which by their liveries sliow’d 
Their mistriss fair, that there her self reposty> ; 
Seem'd that would strive with those rare mu'sick 
By spreading their fair bosoms to the liglit, [cl^cs. 
Which the distracted sense should most delight; 
That raps the melted ear, this both the smell and 

i VI. 

The lK)y ’twixt fearful hope and wishing fear 
Crept all along (for much he longM to see 
The bower, much more the guest so lodged there) 
And as he goes he marks how well agree 
•Nature and Art in discord unity, • 

Each striving who should best perform his part. 

Yet Art now helping Nature, Nature Art, 

While from his ears a voice thus stole his heart. 

viT. [ing. 

Fond Men ! whose fetched care the life soffi^nd- 
By striving to increase your joy do spend it. 

And spending joy, yet And no joy in spending ; 

“ You hurt your life by striving to amend it, 

** And seeking to prolong it soonest end it ; 

Then while fit time aflbrds thee time and lea^ure, 
** Enjoy whileyetthou maiy'stthy life’s sweet pleasure; 

Too foolish is the man that ^ftarves to feed his trea- 

• • 

sure. 

VIII. 

Love is life's -end ; an end, but never ending ; 

All Joys, all streets, all happiness, awarding ; 
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** IiO\< JslikAwcalth (lu'cr '*pont, but over vpcuJing) 
Mou* U( h by giving, taking b} di«=>c a riling ; 

“ Lovf’p 1 i1l\ rewaul, icw aided in lew aiding : 

“ Ihcn lioin th^ wretched hiait tond tau leniove, 
** Ah’ ^bhouldst thou live but once love’s sweets to 
‘ piove, 

** 1 boil wilt not love to l»\e, iinlissthou live lolove.” 
IX. 

IVihi'. >.\\eet voice a dainty musick fitkd 
Its wtll-tua’d ‘'(niiTs, and to hti notes (onsoikd, 
And while with skiJtul voiec the song she dilticd, 
The blabliing Ec<ho had hei woul- letojted , 

'Ihiit non I he bo^ bt>oiul Ins soul tianspoiUd, 
llirough all ins limbs leiK uui a pha am -«-haKing, 
And (wixt a hoju and hai, suspects mistaking, 

And doubts be sUiping diexuns, and bioad awak*' 
lears waking 


CANTO III. 

J/u \i/gU 9 fUJlf, 

rurC\thiH » -> ]imI>s litia, 

1 ])t sti iMn^ wi ^ hciii o inlln ilM, 

Til a III d tr iiuc Ills imlttii spiijrlit 

JvC i\( til SI list ^ sluuibnn^ m ilUiLtit. 

JS ow to the* bowel he* sent Ins thievish e^es 
To steal a happ^ sght ; theie do they inul 
Fait V>nus, tl^t within halt nakid lie% 

And stiaight ama/d (so gloiious beaut} shm’d) 
W ouid not return 4he message to the mind ; 
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•But fiin of fear and superbiitious awe, 

^ould not retire or buck their beams witii-d raw, 

So fix'd on too much seeing made tlicy noihi% saw, 

fi. 

Her goodly length stretch'd on a liil) -bed, 

(A bright foil of a beauty far more bright) 

Few roses round about were scattered, 

As if the lillics learnt to blush, for s[)ight 
To see a skin much more than lilly-wliite : 

The bed sank with delight so to be pressed, 

And knew not which to think a chance more blessed, 
Both blessed so to kiss, and so again be kissed, 

III. 

Her spacious fore-head, like the clearest moon, 
Whose full-grown orb begins now to be s^)ent, 
Largely display’d in native silver shone, 

Giving wide room to beauty's regiment, 

Which on the plain with love triuinphing w'ont ; 

Her golden hair a rope of pearl imbrac’d, 

Which with their dauity threds oft-times onlaf'vi, 
Made the eye think th^ pe:u'’#was there in gold in- 
j [chas’d. 

Her full large eye, in jetty black array'd, 

Proud beauty not confin'd to red and wliite, 

But oft her self in black more rich display’d ; 

Both cTontraries did yet themselves unite, 

To make one beauty in cliiTerent delight ; 

A thousand Loves sate placing in I'uch eye, 

And smiling JMirtb, kissing fair Courtg^.y, 

By sweet perswasion wan a bloodless victory. 
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The whitest white set by her silver cheek • 
GreuApale and wan, like unto heavy lead ; 

TJic freshest purple fresher dyes must seek, 

Tl»at jJares compare with them his fainting red : 
^Oh these Ciipi<lo winged armies led 
<3f little Loves that with bold wanton train 
Under those colours, marching on the plain, 
t'drcc every heart, and to low vassalage constrain, 
vx. 

Her lips, most happy ea,ch in other's kisses, 

From their so wish’d imbracements seldom parted, 
Vet seem'd to blush at such their wanton blisses ; 
But when sweet words their joying sweets disparted, 
To th' ear a dainty musick they imparted : 

Upon them fitly sate, delightful smiling, 

A thousand souls with pleasing stealth begtiiling : 

Ah ! that such shews of joys should be all joys cx- 
VII, [ding. 

Thi^Sjreath came slowly thenqt?, unwilling leaving 
So sweet a lodge ; b^t when she once intended 
To feast the air with \vd.*ds, the heart deceiving. 
More fast it thronged so to he expended ; 

And at each w'ord a hundred Loves attended, 
Playing i’ the breath, more sweet than is that firing 
'Where that Arabian only bird expiring 
Lives by her death, by loss of breath more fresh re-* 
.] VIII, [spiring. 

Her chin, likp to a stone in gold inchas*d, 

Seem'd a fair jewel wrought with cunning hand, 
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And bftuig double, doubly the face gracM : 

Jhis goodly frame on her round nock did stand ; 
Such pillar well such curious work sifctain'd 
And on his top the heavenly sphear up-rearing, 
Might well present, with daintier appearing, • 

A less but better Atlas, that fair Jicavoii bearfcig. • 

IX. 

Lower two breasts stand all their beauties bearing, 
Two breasts as smooth and soft; but, ah, alas ! 
Their smoothest softness far exceeds coinparing ; 
More smooth* and soft, but nought that ever was, 
Where they are first, deserves the second place ; 
Yet each as soft and each as smooth as other ; 

And when thou first try'st one, and then the other, 
£^ch softer seems than each, and each jhan each 
X. [seems smoother. 

Lowly between their dainty hemispheres, 

(Their hemispheres the heavenly globes excelling) 

A path more white than is the name it boars;j 
The Lacteal Patli, conducts to the sweet dwoll^fj 
Where best Delight aTl jbys sits freely dealing ; 
Where hundred s>veets, and^Jflt fresii joy s attending, 
Receive in giving, and still love dispend ing, 

Grow richer by their loss, and wealthy by expending. 

XI. 

But stay, bold Shepherd! here thy footing stay, 

Nor trust too much unto thy new-born quill,. 

As farther to those (iainty limbs tojstr.»y, 

Or hope to paint that va'c oi beauleous hill 
Which past the finest hand or choicesf skill ; 
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But wore thy verse and sonj^ as finely franiM,., 

As are those parts, yet should it soon be blam’d. 
For no^v the sluAncless w orhl of best things is asham'd, 

XII, 

I'hat ctinning artist that old Greece admir'd, 

Th<>is fSr liis Venus fitly pourtrayed, 

there he left, nor farther ere aspir'd ; 

IJis l)iedah‘ hand, that nature perfected 
Byi^Art, felt Art by Nature limited. 

Ah! well he knew, though his fit hand could give 
Breath to dead colours, touching marble Jive, 

Yet would these lively parts his hand of skill deprive, 

XIII. 

Such when this gentle boy her closely view'd. 

Only with ^thinnest silken veil o’er laid, 

Wliose snowy colour much more snowy shew'd 
By being next that skin, and all betray'd, 

Which best in naked beauties are array’d, 

Ilis Spirits, melted with so glorious sight, 

Ran f^'om their work to see so splendid light, 

Aiitf left the fainting limbs s»vOet sbunbring in dc- 
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CANTO IV. 
The Argument, 


The '5vr’Oiimng swAin rocovrrcfl is 
By til* god(l(‘ss, Ills soul rjpt in blius : 
Their niutiuil cwnfermoo, and how 
Her service shr doth him allow. 


Soft sJr('j)ni{r Venus, waked with the tall, 

I^ooking heliind, the sinking l>ov espies; 

V’ithall she stares, and wondereth witliall ; 

She thinks that there her fait Adonis dies, 

•And more she thinks the more the boy^ie eyes: 

So stepping nearer, up begins to rear liini ; 

And now with Love himself she will confer liim, 
And now before her love liimsclf she will prefer him. 

II. ^ 

The lad, soon with that dainty touch rt\iv'd^ 
Feeling himself so weJ!^ so sv^ccily seated, 

Begins to doubt whether b^yet liere liv’d, 

Or else his Hitting soul to heav’n translated, 

Was there in starry throne and bliss instated ; 

Oft would he die, so to be often >avM ; 

And now with happy wi^i he closely crav'd 
For ever to be dead, to be so sweet ingrav d, 
iU. I 

The Paphiaii princess (in whose /ovoly breast 
Spiteful disdain could never find a pket) 
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When now '•he <;aw him fioni his fit icleasf, 

(To Juno leaMiig width and acoldinj; base) 
Comfoits the tumbling boy with smiling £!;iace 
But oh' those smiles (too lull of swt it delight) 
Surlut his he iit, lull of the foiniei ‘>ij;ht ; 

So ‘•tc.kiiij; to revive, moie wounds his fet ble spiito. 

' - . i\. 

Tell me, fair Boy' (said she) what eiring clnncc 
Httljer diicrted thy unwary pace? 
lor sure Contempt or Bride diii^t not advance 
Iheii loul aspect in thy so phasant fare : 

Tell me what biou^ht thie to this hiddi n phcc ? 

Oi lack ol love, oi niutuil in >wering In i ? 

Oi hindied by ill chance in thy desnc ? 

Tell me wliat^is’t thy fan and wehing eyes iet[uiie ? 

V. 

The boy* whose sense was hcvci yet acquainted 
A\ith such a musick, stood with car- cicctcd, 

And swcu^ly with that pleasant sj cll enchanted, 
Mok id sugicd stiains long timi cxpictcd; 

llll seeing she hn speeches n(*f |ccleel, 

First SJ >hs auMiig fiom n lie iit*s low center. 

Thus ’gan uply, when each wuid bold would vcntci) 
And stji\c the liist that dainty Jabyiinth to ciitci. 

VI. 

Fair Cypnan Queen,’' (foi well that heavenly face 
Proves tine the mothe r ol aJI»toiK|ueinig Love) 
Vauion, 1 pray thee, iny unwceting pace, 

For no piesiuiiptilous thoughts did hiihci move 
JVly eiaiing Ic^i to luis iJiy holy grove. 
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V But backless chance (which if you not jvain-say, 
‘'1 Still must rue) hath causM me heii; to stray, 

**’ And lose my self (alas!) in losing ui my ^^ay' 

VII. 

** Nor did I come lo right my wronged fire ; ^ 

Never till now I saw what ought be lovM j 

And now I sec, but never dure aspire 

To move my liope, where yet my love is movM ; 

“ ^Yhenco though 1 would, I would it not n’lnovM^i 
Only since I liave plac’d my love so high, 

“ Wliich sure thou must, or sure thou will deny, 

“ Grant me yet still to love, though in my love to die.'* 

VIII. 

But she that in his eyes Love's face had seen, 

ATid darning heart, did not such suit diserfin, 

(For cruelty tils not sweet Beauty's quecti) 

But gentle could his passion entertain. 

Though she Love’s princess, he a lowly swai^ : 

First of his bold intrusion she acquits h im^ 

Then to her service (kajjpy B03'!) admits hjrn^ • 
And, like another Love, wiilil^v and quiver fits him. 

IX, 

And now with all the Loves he grew aetjuainted. 
And Cupid's self, with his like face delighted, 

Taught him a hundred \va3s with which he daunted 
The prouder hearts, and wfonged lovers righted, 
Forcing to love that most his love despighted : 

And now the practique bo}' did so lij>prove him, 

And with such grace and cunning ilrt dfd (novc him, 
Tiiat all the prettyi Loves and all the Graccf love him, 
vau VI. aIa 
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CANTO V. 


lltc Ar*^umcnt^ 

Tl'.c sad dcspairiii" plainta 

Biiglit Venus ^^ith liis love arqualuts; 
fSMeetlv impoitiin'd, hctlofh show 
r'uun vliou\ pn>*.ecdetli lliis Ins woe. 


I. 

A ET never durst his faint and coward heart 
(Ah, Fool! faint Iicart fair lady nc/er could ^^in) 
Assail fair Venus with his now>l(*arnt art, 

But kept his love and burning flame within, 

Which more flam’d out the more he prest it in; 

And thinking ot( how just she might disdain him, 
While soine^rool myrtle shade did entertain him, 
Thus .sighing would he sit, sadly would he plain 
him : 

'ft 

Ji. 

Ah, fond and hapless Boy! nor know I whetlier 
iM(»re fond or liaplcss more, that all so high 
“ IIii->t j)lacM thy heart, where love and Fate together 
“ jMa) never hope to end thy mibery, 

Nor 3et thy se^l'darc wish a remedy : 

“ All hindrance!;j(alas!) conspire to lett it; 

Ah, fond, and jiaplcss B03 ! if canst not get it? 

“In thinking to forget, at length learn to forget it. 
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/ 

• TIT. 

^ All, far too fond, but much more lyipicss Swain? 

‘‘ Seeing thy love can be forgetten never, / 

“ Serve and obsei^e thy love with willinji pain ; 

And though in vain thy love thou do prescyer, 

“ Yet ail in vaine do thou adore her ever. * 

“ No hope can crown thy thoughts so far aspirrng, 
Nor dares thy self desire thine own desiring, 

Yet live thou in her Jove, aii<l die in her admiringV' 

IV. 

Thus oft the hopeless boy complaining lies ; 

Hut slie, that well could guess his sad lament ing, 
(WIio can conceal Love from Love's mother's eyes?) 
Did not disdain to give his love contenting ; 

Cruel the soul that feeds on soulv tonm^ffing : 

Nor did she scorn him, though not nobly born, 
(Love is nobility ) nor could she scorn 
That with so noble skill her title did adoni- 


One day it chanc’d, Uj^cc happy day an(TOTffn#c ! 
While Lo\os were wdth llie^^ces sweetly sporting, 
And to fresh miisick soum^g play and dance. 

And Cupid's self, with sliepherds' boys consorting, 
Laugh’d at their pritty sport and simple courting, 
lair Venus seats the fearful boy close by her. 

Where never Phoebus' jealous looks might eye her. 
And bids the boy his mistress and her name descry her. 

VI. j 

Long time the youth up-bound ii f sij^ icc .stood, 
While hope and^fcar with hundreTthoughts begun, 
Fit prologue to his speech^ and fearful blood 
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From heart and face with these post-Uulinoj run, 
That cither npvv he « made, or now iindon ; 

At Iciigth his trembling words, with fear made weak 
Began his too long silence thus to break, [speak 
While, from his humble eyes first reverence seemM u 

* VII. 

Fair Queen of Love! my life thou mayst comman 
“ Too slender price for all thy former grace 
Which I receive at thy so bounteous hand, 

** But never dare I speak her name and face ; 

My life is much Icss-priz’d than her disgrace ; 
And for I know if i her name relate 
“ I purchase anger, I must huie her state, 

** Unless thou sv/ear by Styx I purchase not hC 

ha\>.” 

VIIT. 

Fair Venus well perceiv’d Isis subtile shift, 

And, swearing gentle patience, gontl;y smil’d, 
While huis the boy pursu’d hi> former drift ; 

“ No tongue was e^cr yet so sweetly skill’d, 

** Nor greatest orJtCv <o hi^^bly stil'd. 

Though help! with a'n.lhe choicest art’s directior 
But when he durst describe her heaven’s perfectioi 
By his imperfect praise disprais’d bis imperfection 

IX. 

Her form is as herself,, perfect ccelestial, 

“No mortal spot her heavenly frame disgraces : 
Beyond compairc such nothing is terrestrial ? 
More sweet ttpn thought or powerful wish em 
braces ; 

“ The map of beaveu the sum of all her graces : 
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Biiftf you wish more truly limb’d to o\e her, 
Tluin fainting speech or \vordscaii^\eil descry her, 
‘‘ Look in a glass, and there more perfect \fni may 
Pljy her." 


CANTO VL 
Argument, 


The boj's %hort wish, her larger ^rant, 
That ilotli his soul with hJiss enchant j 
Whereof iiupatienf uU«'ilni( all, 
Iiiragcd Jove coiilrives his IhralJ, 


T. 

Thy crafty art (replyM the smiling qui'on) 

Hath well my chiding and not rage prevented, 

“ Vet might’st thou think that yet 't seen 

That angiy rage a444^entlc lov<? conseiucffj • 

But if to mo lliy true hm^ presented. 

What vvages for tliy sci^cc must 1 owe thee ? 

** For by the self-same vow I here avow thee, 
Whatever thou require I frankly will allow thee.^' 
II. 

Pardon (replies the bo^O affecting^ 

« Beyoml mortality, and not discarding 
“ Thv service, was much more than my expecting j 
‘‘ But if thou (more thy bounty regarding) 

“ Wilt needs h^ap up reward upon rewarding, 
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** Tby love 1 dare not ask, or mutual fixing,"^ 

** One ki^s is a^l my love and pride’s aspiring, 

** And after starve niy heart, for my too much de- 
, siring,^’ 

111 * 

I^qnd Roy ! (said she) too fond, that ask’d no more; 
Thy want by taking is no whit decreased, 

And giving spends not our increasing store.’' 

Thus with a kiss his lips she sweetly pressed ; 
hlost blessed kiss! but hope more than most blesscrd. 
The boy did think heaven fell while thus he joy’d, 
And while joy he so greedily enjoy’d, 

He felt not half his joy by being over-joy'd, 

“ Why sigh ot? fair Boy! (said she) dost thou re- 
Pout thee 

Th} .111, wish in such straight bonds to stay?"' 

<< ^*^‘ll I sigh (said bji^^and well lament .me, 
’riiat neve ^ deb^-May hope to pay.’' 

A" kiss, (said she) a kiss back repay." 

“ Wilt thou (rej)ly’d I’ ^^boy, too much delighted) 

‘‘ Content thee with such pay to be requited ?" 

She grants ; and he his lips, heart, soul, to payment 
cited* 

V, 

Look as a ward, from time his lands detain’d, 

And subject to his guardian’s cruel lore, 

Now spends the more, the more he was restrain'd ; 
So he ; yet tlj^^ngJ in laying out his store 
He doubly takes, yet finds himself grow poor; 
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/With ho marks, and tells her out a score, 

A.ud doubles (hem, and tn^bles all iK^forc. 

Fond boy ! the more thou pin'll thy debt still' grows 
the raoH'. 

VI. 

At ieiiglli, whether the.so favours so had firM hiin 
With kindly heat, iiilhuuing his desiring, 

Or whether those swi^t ki.sses had inspird him, 

He thinks that soniething wants for hi^ recjuiring, 

And still as[>lro.s, yet knows not his aspiring; 

But v't liioiigli that he knoweth so she gave, 

That he presents himself her bounden slave, [ertne. 
Sliii liio more wishing fade seem’d somewhat else to 

VII. 

And Imldnod with success and many 

His luind, ehaiiiM ii[> in fear, he now releas'd. 

And asking lea\e, rouragM with lier t ru. 

Ag;tin it [nisoiiM in hi*i temler breast: 

Ah, hless<'<i piir-on! pris'ners loo meeh 

'riieri' with those sistg/'^long lime, doth lie luay,* 

And now full holill) onfei'* J '^e’s hu’liway, ['•tray. 
\Vhilc* <U>wu the pleasant \tiW ius creeping liami dotli 
viu, 

Slic, not displcasM with (his his wanton play, 

Hiding his blushing with if sugred ki.ss, 

With such sweet heat his nideness doth allay, 

Tiiat now he peifert knows whate|er hli>s 
Kidor i.uvo taught, and he befonylid miss; 

That moult with jo}', in such untyv^«4i^i} s trying, 

He gladly dies; xind death new' life appl}ing, 

Gladly again hc*dics, that oft he iftay be dying. 
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laon;; thus ho Ii M, slumfanii" m swtot doli^ht, 

free fum saJ raioand hck]e^\o^hi^ anuoN, 

13 ithin^ in Injunl |()\s bis naltod ‘•piito , 

An<^ niouj;lit, but ho (ah, foolish Bo^ *) 

'J 00 mcnid, and too nnpatunt ot his joy. 

To woods, <111(1 hcavdi, iml laitii, his blis^ impaiUd, 
"^hat Jo\( upon him down his thuiuki daikd, 
Biaotiiij' his spU nd( lU 1 icc, and all his l>caiit> sw iik d, 

X. 

Such bo his <hcin{( that to his lcr\e doth w 10114; 
IJnwoithy he to h i\( so woithv place. 

That cannot hold his peace and olabbin^ tongue ; 
Ii^ht joys tloat on bis bps, but i^iati. 

Sinks do<p nd th’ beau’s low ccntei doth cmbi " < 
Mi«ht 1 mioy iin love tdl 1 unJold it, 

1 d lose all tavouib when I blabbing told it ; 

IJe IS not hi loi lou that is not at to hold it. 


V 

> J X I s. 


I^nntcd T DuVison, Wliitei^lri^ys. 
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